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1 HE 


PROLOGUE 


Ou'd Thoſe, who never Try'd, concerve the Sweat, 
The Toil requir'd, to make a Play complete; 

They'd Pardon, or Encourage all that conu'd 

Pretend to be but tolerably Good, 

Plot, Wit, and Humour's hard to meet in One, 

And yet without em all. all', lamely done : 

One Mit, perhaps, another Humour paints; 

A Third deſigus you well, but Gems wants ; 

A Fourth begins with Fire = but ah ! too weak to Hola 

| it faints, 


A Modern Bard, <:ho late adoru'd the Bays, 2 
N 


Iihoſe Muſe ad vanc'd his Fame to Envy'd Praiſe, 
Ins ftill ovſer'd to want His Jemen moſt in Ploys 
roſe, he too often found, reauir'd the Pain, 
And ſtrouger Forces of a vig'rous Brain 
Nay, even alter'd Plays, like old Houſes menden, 
Coſt little leſs than new, before they're ended; 
At leaſt our Author nds the Experience tric, 
For equal Pains had made this wholly neu: 
And tho the Name ſeems old, the Scenes wil! 54, Y 
That is, in Fact, no none the ſame than now, 4 
Fumd Ciatfy orth is, what ';was ſome Mars azo $ 
Pardon the Bolaneſs, that a Play ſhou'd dare, 
Firch Niers of ſo much Wonder to compare 
_ as that Fa orick's ancient Walls, or ved, 4 
Vere little werth, to make this New One goa; = 
55 of this Play, We hope, tis nuderſtood. 3 
For, tho" from former Scenes Jome Hints he araws, 
the Ground-Plot's wholly chang's from what it was 
Not, but he hepes you'll find enongh that's new, 
In Plot, in Perſons, Wit, and faber 50 
Yet «what's not his, he owns in other's Rig 
Nor toils he now for Fame, but Jour” D: 155 ö 
If that's attain'd, wha!' $ matter whoſe the Ply 
Avpland the Scenes, and ſtrip him of the Praiſe. 
Dra- 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN 
Sir Solomon Sadlife, Mr. Vanderbank, 
Clerimont, Mr. Wat ſon. 
. Careleſs, Mr. K. Elrington. 
. Atall, Mr. Giffard. 
Capt. Strut, Mr. Lay field. 
Sir Squabble Splithair, Mr. Norris. 
. Saunter, Mr. F. Elrington. 
Old Mr. Wilful, Mr. Moore. 
Sir Harry Atall, Mr. Alcorn. 
Supple, Mr. Ro/co. 
Finder. Mr. Davis. 
Dr. Bilſter. 
Rhubarb, 
WOMEN. 
Lady Dainty. Mrs. Knapp. 
Lady Sadlife, Mrs. Morrear. 
Clarinda, Mrs. Spiller. 
Sylvia, Mrs. Sterling. 
Hifhwcll, Mrs. Martin. 
Situp, Mrs. Grace. 
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C1 Sd 
SCENE U PA NK. 


Enter Clerimont and Atall. 


R. Atall, your very humble Servant. 
At, O Clerimont, ſuch an Adventure, 
(1 was juſt a going to your Lodgings) 
$ ſuch a tranſporting Accident; in ſhorr, 
= 1 am now poſitively fix'd in Love for 


altogether. 
Cler. All the Sex together, I believe. | 
At. Nay, if thou doſt not believe me, and ſtand my 
Friend, I am ruin'd paſt Redemption. 
A 3 Cler. 
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CT 
SCENE, te PARK. 


Enter Clerimont aud Atall. 


R. Atall, your very humble Servant. 
At. O Clerimont, ſuch an Adventure, 
(1 was juſt a going to your Lodgings) 
ſuch a tranſporting Accident; in ſhorr, 
I am now poſitively fix'd in Love for 


Cler. RR 
; GG 
* 


altogether. 
Cler, All the Sex together, I believe. 
At. Nay, if thou Coſt not believe me, and ſtand my 
Friend, 1 am ruin'd palt Redemption. 
A 3 Cler, 


— — 
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Cler. Dear Sir, if I ſtand your Friend without believiar 


Jou, won't that do as well. But why ſhou'd you think | | 
don't believe you? J have ſeen you twice in Love with- 4 
an this Fortnight; and it wou'd be hard indeed to ſuppoſe, ( 
a Heart of ſo much Mettle cou'd not hold ont a third En- c 
gagement. 

At, Then to be ſerious in one Word, 1 am honourably \ 


in Love; and if ſhe proves the Woman 1 am {ure ſac 
muſt, will poſitively marry her. q 
Cler. Marry! O degenerate Virtue ! ˖ 
At. Now, will you help me? I 
Cler. Sir, you may depend upon me: But that I may 6 
J 
h 


be the better able to ſerve you, — all things in order, -- 

pray give me leave firſt to asc a Queſtion or wwo : Wha? 
is this Honourable Lady's Name? þ 
At, Faith J don't know, 1 
Cler, What are her Parents? 1 
At. I can't tell. 2 
| Cler, What Fortune has ſhe ? 7 
| A. I don't know. a 
| Cler. Where does ſhe live! h 
At, I can't tell. b 

Cler, A very conciſe Account of the Perſon you de- 

ſign to marry. Pray Sir, what is't you do know of her? 


q Ae. That 1“ tell you: Coming yeſterday from Green- 1 
| wich by Water, I overtook a pair of Oars; whoſe lovely - 
| Freight was one lingle Lady, and a Fellow in a handſome a 
Livery in the Stern: When I came up, I had at firſt re- 1 
ſolv'd to uſe the privilege of the Element, and bait her tl 
with Waterman's Wit, till I came to the Bridge: But as u. 
| ſoon as ſhe ſaw me, inſtead of turning her Head aſide, or I 
4 cramming her Hood in her Mouth to raiſe my Curioſity, G 
1 ſhe very prudently prevented my Deſign; and as. I paſs d, a 
| bow'd to me with an humble Bluſh, that ſpoke at once f 
| ſuch Senſe, ſo juſt a Fear, and Modeſty, as put the looſeſt le 
of my Thoughts to rout. And when ſhe found her Fears v 
} lad mov'd me into Manners, the cautious Gloom that m 
1 ſar upon her Beauties diſappear'd ; her ſparkling Eyes re- 
1 ſum'd their native Fire; ſhe look'd, ſhe ſmil'd, the talx'd, al 


while her diffuſiye Charms new fir'd my Heart, and gave 
ny 
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my Soul a Sottneſs it never felt before. To be brief, 
her Converſation was as charming as her Perſon, both 
eaſie, unconſtrain'd, and ſprightly: But then her Limbs ! 
O rapturous Thought! The ſnowy Down upon the Wings 
of unfledo'd Love, had never halt that Softneſs. 

Cler. Raptures indeed, Pray Sir, how came you ſo 
well acquainted with her Limbs? 

At. By the moſt fortunate Misſortune ſure that ever 
was: For as we were ſhooting the Bridge, her Boat, by 
the negligence of the Waterman running againſt the 
Piles, was over-ſet; out jumps the Footman to take care 
of a {ingie F.ogue, and down went the poor Lady to the 
Bottom. My Boat being before her, the Stream drove 

er, by the help of her Cloaths, towards me; at ſight of 
her J plung'd in, caught her in my Arms, and with much 
ado, ſupported her till my Waterman pull'd in to fave us. 
But the charming Diff. culty of her getting into the Boat, 
gave me a Trani port thar all che wide Water in the Thames 
had not power to cool: For, Sir, while I was giving her 
a lift into the Boat, I found the floating of her Cloaths 
had left all her lovely Limbs beneath, as bare as new- 
born Venus riſing from the Sea, 

Cler, Whatan impudent Happineſs art thou capable of, 

At. When ſhe was a little recoyer'd from her Fright, 
ſhe begaa to enquire my Name, Abode, and Circumftan- 
ces, that ſhe might know to whom ſhe owed her Life, 
and Preſervation, Now, to tell you the Truth, I durſt 
not truſt her with my real Name, leſt ſhe fhou'd from 
thence have diſcover'd that my Father was now actually 
under Bonds to marry me to another Woman: ſo Faith, 
I ev'n told her my Name was Freeman, a Gloceſterſhire 
Gentleman, of a good Eſtate, juſt come to Town about 
a Chancery Suit, Beſides, I was unwilling any Accident 
ſhou'd let my Father know of my being yet in England, 
leſt he ſhou'd find me out, and force me to marry the 
Woman I neyer ſaw, for which, you know, he com- 
manded me Home, before I have time to prevent it. 
| Cler, Well, but cou'd you not learn the Lady's Name 
all this while? 


9a 4 At. No 
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At, No Faith, ſhe was inexorable to all Intreaties; 
only told me in general Terms, That if what I yow'd to 
her was ſincere, ſhe wou'd give me proof in a few Days, 
what Haza:ds ſhe wou'd run to requite my Services; ſo, 
after having told her where ſhe might hear of me, 1 ſaw 
her into a Chair, preſs'd her by the cold Roſy Fingers, 
kiſs'd 'em warm, and parted, 

Cr. What ! Then you are quite off of the Lady I 
ſuppoſe, that you made an Acquaintance with in the 
Park laſt Week. 

At. No, no; not fo neither: One's my Juno, all Pride, 
and Beauty; but this my Yerzs, all Life, Love, and Soft- 
neſs. Now what beg of thee, dear Clerimont, is this: 
Mrs, Juno, as I told yon, having done me the honour of 
a civil Viſit or two at my own Lodgings, I muſt needs 
borrow thine to entertain Mrs. Fenwus in: for it the Rival 
Goddeſſes ſhou'd meet, and claſh, you know there wou'd 
be the Devil to do between 'em. 

Cler, Well, Sir, my Lodgings are at your Service : bur 
you muſt be very private and ſober, 1 can tell you; for 
my Landlady's a Presbyterian; it ſhe ſuſpects your De- 
ſign, you're blown up, depend upon't. 

At. Don't fear,  1'll be as careful as a guilty Con- 
ſcience : but I want immediate poſſeſſion; for 1 expect 
to hear from her every moment; and have already di- 
rected her to ſend thither. Prithee, come with me. 

Cler, Faith, you muſt excuſe me; I expect ſome La- 
dies in the Park, that I wou'd not miſs of for an Empire: 
But yonder's my Servant, he ſhall conduct you, 

At. Very good! that will do as well then: I'll ſend 
my Man along with him, to expect her Commands, and 
call me if ſhe ſends: And in the mean time, I' ev'n 20 
home to my own Lodgings; for to tell you the Truth, I 
expect a ſmall Meſſage there from my Goddefs Imperial, 
And I am not ſo much in Love with my new Bird in the 
Buſh, as to let t'other fly out of my Hand for her. 

Cler, And, pray Sir, what Name does your Goddefs 
Imperial (as you call her) know you by ? 

At. O, Sir, with her I paſs for a Man of Arms, and 
am call'd Col. Stanafuſt; with my new Face Jo Free- 
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man of Fatland-Hall, Eſq; But time flies; I muſt leay© 
ou. 
: Cler, Well, dear Atall, I'm yours. Good Luck 
to you. Ex. At.] What a happy Fellow is this, that owes 
his Succeſs with the Women purely to his Inconſtancy ? 
What a Blockhead am 1, to taint my Inclinations with 
Virtue, when J have ſo many daily Examples before my 
Eyes, of Peoples being ill us'd for their Sincerity? Here 
comes another too, almoſt as happy as he, a Fellow 
that's wife enough to be but half in Love, and makes 
his whole Life a fludied Idleneſs. 
Enter Careleſs. 

Cler. So Careleſs you're conſtant, 1 fee, to vyout 
Morning's Saunter. Well! how ftand's Matters? J hear 
itrange things of thee, that after having rail'd at Marriage 


S O 


all thy Lite, thou haſt reſoly'd to fall into the Nooſe at 
laft. 

Car, I don't ſee any great Terror in the Nooſe, (as 
you call it) when a Man's weary of Liberty: The liber— 
ty of playing the Fool when one's turn'd of Thirty is 
not of much value. 

Cle. Hey day! Then you begin to have nothing in 
your Head now, but Settlements, Children, and the main 
Chance, 

Car, Ev'n fo Faith, but in hopes to come at 'em too, 
am forc'd very often to make my way through Pills, 
Eiixirs, Bolus's, Ptizans, and Gallipots. 

Cler. What is your Miſtreſs an Apothecary's Widow? 

Car, No, but ſhe is an Apothecary's Shop, and keeps 
as many Drugs in her Bed-Chamber; ſhe has her Phyſick 
toy every hour of the Day and Night for 'tis yulgar, 
he ſays, to be a Moment iu rude perfect Health. Her 
led is lin'd with Poppics, che Black-Poys at the Feet, that 
the Healthy employ to bear Flowers in their Arms, ſhe 
loads with Di:/cordium, and other ſleepy Potions; her 
Sweetbags, inſtead of the common and offenſive Smells 
of Musk and Amber, breath nothing but the more Modiſh 
and Salubrious Scents of Harthnorn, Ins, and Aﬀatortida, 

Cler, Why at this rate ſhe's ou fit to 5s the Conſort 
of Hzippocrates, But prav What other Charnis has this ex- 
traordinary Lady ? A 5 Cor. 
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Car, She has one, Tem, that a Man may reliſh witli 
out being ſo deep a Phyſician, 

Cler. What's that? 

Car. Why Two Thouſand Pound a Year. 

Cler. No vulgar Beauty, I confeſs, Sir: But can'ſt thou 
for any Conſideration throw thy ſelf into this Hoſpital, 

this Box of Phyſick, and lie all Night like Leaf Gold up- 
On a Pill. 

Car. O dear Sir, this is not half the Evil; her Hu- 
mour is as fantaſtick as her Diet; nothing that's Engl 
muſt come near her: All her Delight is in foreign Imper- 
tinences: Her Rooms are all of Japan, or Per/ia, her Dreſs 
indian, and her Equipage are all Monſters: The Coach- 
man came over with his Horſes, both from Ruſſia, (Flau- 
aers are too common) the reſt of her Trim are a mottly 
crowd of Blacks, Tawny Olives, Feulamots, and pale 
Blues: In ſhort ſhe's for any thing that comes from be- 
yond Sea, her greateſt Monſters are thoſe of her own 
Country; and ſhe is in Love with nothing o'this ſide the 
Line but the Apothecaries. 

Cler, Apothecaries quotha! why your fine Lady, for 
ought I ſee, is a perfect Doſe of Folly and Phyſick; in 
a Month's time ſhe'll grow like an Antimonial Cup, and a 
Kiſs will be able to work with you, 

Car, But to prevent that, Tom, I deſign upon the 
Wedding-Day to break all her Gallipots, kick the Doctor 
down Stairs, and force her, inſtead of Phyſick, to take 
an hearty Meal of a ſwinging Rump of boil'd Beef and 
Carrots, and ſo faith 1 have told her, 

Cler. That's ſometl ing familiar: Are you ſo near Man 
and Wife? 

Car. O nearer, for I ſometimes plague her 'til] ſhe 
hates the ſight of me. 

Cler. Ha! ha! very good! So being a very trouble- 
lome Lover, you pretend to cure her of her Phy ſick by 
a Counter-Poiſon, 

Car, Right, I intend to fee a Doctor to preſcribe her 
an Hour of my Converſation to be taken eyery Night 
and Morning; and this to be continyed till her Feyer of 
Averſion's over, „ 

Cler. An admirable Recipe, Car. 
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Car. Well, Tom, but how ſtand thy own Affairs? Js 
Clarinda kind yet? 

Cler. Faith I can't ſay ſhe's abſolutely kind, but ſhe's 
pretty near it: For ſhe's grown ſo ridiculouſly ill humour'd 
to me of late, that if ihe keeps the ſame Airs a Week 
longer, I am in hopes to find as much Eaſe from her 
Folly, as my Conſtaney wou'd from her good Nature. 
But to be plain, I'm afraid I have ſome ſecret Rival in 
the caſe, tor Womens Vanity ſeldom gives them Cou- 
rage enough to uſe an old Lover heartily ill, till they are 
firlt ſure of a new One, that they intend to uſe better. 

Car, What ſays Sir Solomon, he is your Friend I pre- 
ſume ? 

Cler, Yes, at leaft I can make him ſo when I pleaſe; 
there is an odd five hundred Pound in her Fortune, that 
he has a great mind ſhou'd ſtick to his Fingers, when he 
pays in the reſt on't; which I'm afraid I muſt comply 
with, for ſhe can't eaſily marry without his Conſent, 
And yet ſhe is ſo alter'd in her Behaviour of late, that 1 
oY know What to do—Prithee take a Turn, and Ad- 
Viie me. 


Car, With all my Heart. Exeunt. 


The SCENE changes to Sir Solomon Sad-- 
lite”s Houſe, ag 


Enter Sir Solomon and Supple his Man. 

Sic Sol. Supple, doſt not thou perceive I put a great 
Confidence in thee? I truſt thee with my Boſom Secrets, 

Sup. Yes, Sir, 

Sir Sol. Ah Supple ! I begin to hate my Wife but 
be ſecres. | 

Sup. I'll never tell while I live, Sir, 

Sir Sel, Nay then I' truſt thee further: Between thee - 
and I, Sapple, 1 have reaſon to believe my Wife hates 
me too. 

Sup. Ah! Dear Sir, I doubt that's no Secret; for to 


ſay the Trurh, my Lady is bitter young and gameſome. 


Sic So]. But can ſhe have the Impudence, think'ſt thou, 


to make a Cuckold of a Knight, one that was dubb'd by 
the Royal Sword? . * S. 
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Sup. Alas! Sir, I warrant ſn'as the Courage of a Coun— 
teſs, if ſhe's once proyok'd ſhe cares not what ſhe does 
in her, Paſſion if you were ten times a Knight ſhe'd give 
you Dub for Dub, Sir, 

Sir Sol. Ah! Supple, when her Blood's up, 1 confeſs 
ſhe's the Devil; and 1 queſtion if the whole Conclave of 
Cardinals could lay her. But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhow'd reſolve 
to give me a Sample of her Sex, and make me a Cuckold 
in cool Blood ? | 

Sup. Why if ſhe ſhoii'd, Sir, don't take it fo to Heart, 
Cuckolds are no ſuch Monſters now a-days: In the City 
you know, Sir, it's ſo many honeſt Mens Fortune, that 
no Body minds it there; and at this end of the Town a 
Cuckold has as much Reſpect as his Wife for ouzht I ſee : 
For Gentlemen don't know but it may be their own cafe 
another Day, and ſo People are willing to do as they 
wou'd be done by, 

Sir Sol, And yet 1 do not think but my Spouſe is ho- 
neſt and think ſhe is not-—-wou'd J were fatisty'd, 

Sup. Troth, Sir, I don't know what to think, but in 
my Conſcience I believe good looking after can do her 
no harm, 

Sir Sol, Right, Supple, and in order to it, I'll firſt de- 
moliſh her Viſiting Days: For how do 1 know but they 
may be ſo many private Clubs for Cuckoldom. 

Sup. Ah! Sir, your Worſhip knows I was always a- 
gainſt your coming to this End of the Town. 

Sir Sol. Thou wert indeed, my honeſt Sypple : But Wo- 
man! fair and faithleſs Woman, worm'd and work'd me 
to her Wiſhes; like fond Mark 4nthony 1 let my Empire 
moulder from my Hands, and gave up All tor Love: O 
Fool, to truſt thy Honour with a Woman! A Race of 
Vipers! They were deceivers, Supple, from the Begin- 
ning. I'll have no Viſitors that's determin'd. 

Sup. Truly, Sir, 1 begin to think there's nothing ſav'd 
by them in the Year's end, 

Sir Sol. O Supple, I run mad when I think on't; every 
powder'd Wig 1 meet, is a piece of Ordnance planted 
againſt my Honour; the rattling of a fine Chariot gives 
me the Spleen, and my very Soul's ſet an Edge ar the 
ſqueak of a Fiddle. Sup. 
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Sup. And what's more provoking, Sir, the abominable 
Rogues always pitch upon this fide the Park for their 
_ and Intri, gues, 

Sir Sol. Dogs! Villains! Monſters! Zbud! I've been 
in a Sweat ever ſince I liv'd here twice or thrice a 
Week all the Cuckoli-makers in Town rendezvous un- 
der my Window. Inſup pportablc | muſt have 2 
young Wife with a mu: rain to me Il hate ber too 
and yet the Devil on't is, I'm {till jealous oi her 
ſtay! let me reckon up all the faſhionable Virtues ſhe has 
that can make a Man happy. In the firit plact—— 
think her very ugly. 

Sup. Ah! that's becauſe you are marry'd to her, Sir. 

Sir Sol, As for her Expences, no Arithmetick can reach 
'em; ſhe's always longing for ſomething that's wg and 
uſeleſs; ſhe will certainly ruin me in China, Silks, Rib- 
bons, Fang. Laces, Per{umes, Waſhes, Pow der, P 5 
Jeſſamin Gloves, and Rataha. 

Sup. Ah! Sir, that's a cruel Liquor with em. 

Sir Sol. To ſum up all wou'd run me mad The 
only way to put a ſtop to her Career, _ be to put oft 
my Coach, turn away her Chairmen, lock out her S 


Po; ter, bar up Doors, keep out all v iſitors, and then 
ſne'l! — lets expenſive 
Sp. Ay, Sir, for tew Women think it worth their while 


to drafh lor their Husbands. 

Sir Sol. Then we ſhan't be plagu” d with my old Lady 
Tietletattle's Howd'y's in a Morning, nor my Lady Dain- 
4s Slpeen, or the ſudden Indiſpoſit! on of that orim Beaſt 
her horrible Durch Maſtiff, 

Sup. No, Sir, nor the Impertinence of that great fa! 
Creature my Lady Swill-Tea, 

Sir Sol, And her fan nting Cen Age} No, no: Let 
the Tide run ſomewhere elle; am reſoly'd to know the 
Happineſs of living ! in ba without the Din of a Vi- 
ſiting-day, ſpent in a continual Jargon of Impertinence, 


of this pretty Lace, and that pretty Ribbon; this News 


of the Ring, and that of the Circle; tis Party for Plays, 


and t'other for Eunuch's and Ofera's, one Jaughs in Ga- 
mut, another ſneczes in Elami Alt; And Hey! all their 
Clacks 
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Clacks go together with a Babel of Sounds, till their Scan- 
dal and Faſhions are all run oyer; and then, to the Peace 
of the Neighbourhood, they part with the ſame Imper- 
tinence they enter'd, No, Supple, after this Night, 
nothing in Petticoats ſhall come within ten Yards of my 
Doors, 

Sup. Nor in Breeches neither? | 

Sir Sol. Only Mr. Clerimont; for I expect him to ſign 


Ai ticles with me for the Five hundred Pound he is to give 


me, for that ungovernable Jade, my Niece, Clarinda. 
[Alide.] Ha! ſee, who's that? { Knocking, 

Sup. O, Sir, 'tis the three ſtrange Suitors that wou'd 
marry Madam Clarinda. 

Sir Sol. Let em come in: I'll divert my ſelf by laugh- 
ing at them a little, and then ſend em about their Bult- 
neſs, like Fools, as they came. 

Re-enter Supple, with Capr. Strut, Sir Squabble Split- 
hair, and Saunter, 

Sir Sol. Well, Gentlemen, your Buſineſs with me, I 
underſtand, is much the ſame; my Conſent to your mar- 
rying my Kinſwoman : I ſhou'd be glad it any of you 
brings Pretences that J like; and ſo, if you pleaſe, Gen- 
tleinen, One after another; and when 1 have heard 
you all, I'll give you my Anſwer: And in the firſt 
place, what are you, Sir? 

Capt. I, Sir, am—a Man of Honour. 

Sir Sol, Pray, Sir, what's that, a Lord? 

Capt. No, Sir, one that ſcorns to take the Lie, or pay 
Debts. 

Sir Sol. Humh' that's pretty near the Matter, 
extraordinary Perſon, Where do you live, Sir? 

Caps. Why, here, 
of a frank Nature, and am always at home. 

Sir Sol. Where do you ſleep a- nights: 

Capt. No where! I fit up every Night at the Tavern; 
and, in the Morning. lie rough in the Re:11d-Houſe, 

Sir Sol, Pray, Sir, how do you ſpend your Time when 
you are out ot a Tavern? 


an 


Capt. I play Crimp Matches at Tennis, Bowls, and Pi- 
ques; and get in deſperate Debts tor young Fellows that- 


dare not fight for themſelyes, Sir 


and there, Sir: I'm a Man- 


5A w — # 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 17 


Sir Sol. Are you never run through the Body ? 

Capt. Often, Sir; yet 1 fear nothing but a Bazl:F, or a 
Courr-Marſhal, Sir, I kiſs every Woman that ſmiles, 
and kick every Man that frowns upon me: for I take 
both to my ſelf, whether they meant me, or not. 

Sir Sol. How, Sir! ſtrike before you know whether you 
are affronted or not? I thought you were a Man of Honour, 

Capt. So I am, Sir, and wou'd not have it ſtain'd—in 
quarrelling. Delays look ſcurvily: Firſt Blows are beſt. 
When a Man looks angry upon me, and fays any thing 1 
don't underſtand, 1 knock him down; and then dis no 
Matter whether J underſtand him or no. Shall a Raſ- 
cal becauſe he has read Books, talk pertly to me? 

Sir Sol. Why, Sir, are not your Men of Honour given 
to Learning ? 

Capt. Thoſe that think it worth their while, are; but 
we generally leaye that to the Chaplain, and the Chap- 
lain ſometimes leaves it to the Agent — Our Diſputes 
need but little reading; Blows, Blood, and Wounds, are 
Soldiers Arguments, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Nay, Sir, 1 ſha'n't diſpute with you, ——But 
pray, Sir, what can you ſettle upon my Kinſwoman ? 

Capt. My Glory, and my Sword. 

Sir Sol. A ſointure of vaſt Honour, I mult confeſs. 
Pray, Sir, where may your Glory lie? 

Capt. In the Gazette. 

Sir Sol. And your Sword, the Silver hilted one, I mean, 

Capt. At the Pawn-Brokers, 

Sir Sol. And pray, Sir, why wou'd you marry ? 

Capt, Sir, I owe above Fifteen hundred Pound; beſide, 
I have a mind to leave off Whoring, and keep a freſn 
Girl ro my ſelf. 

Sir Sol. Hah! a very ſober Principle, truly. Well, Sir, 
ſince J know your Pretences, will you give me leave to 
talk with the other Gentlemen....Pray, Sir, what are you? 

Sir Sau. I, Sir, am none of your Skip-jacks, no ſpend- 
thrift Courtier, nor beggarly Soldier, but a ſolid ſubſtan- 
tial Man, with a thinking Head, and a prudent Con- 
ſcience; that have liv'd theſe twenty Years in St, Magnus's 
Pariſh, haye lent my Money to the Goyernment, and owe 
none of my Neighbours a Shilling, Sir Sol. 
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Sir So/, Pray, Sir, what may be your Name ? 

Sir Squ, My Name, Sir, is Sir Squabble Splithair, 
Knight, and Citizen of London. 

Sir Sol, And what may be your Profeſſion, Sir, 

Sir Squ. Sir, I profeſs: roth, I can hardly tell you 
what! profeſs; but turning of Money is my chief Buſineſs, 
Sir, I'l make a Bargain with any Man in the City, and dety 
him to out. wit me—l have been too ſharp for every Body 
1 have dealt with, and have got a plentiful Eſtate by other 
Peoples Folly, and my own Induſtry, Beſide, 1 am a 
Member of the Old Eaſ In4ia Company; and no Man 
alive will ever be able to tel] what I'm worth, 

Sir Sol, Very likely, Sir. 

Sir Squ. Sir, I live ſoberly, and mind tne main chance: 
I never ſpend an idle Penny out of Rov:n's, or Gera. 
Wwaz's Coffee-houſe: I Dine for a Groat at the Chop— 
louſe: 1 (ell by a ſhort Yard, and bring i in a long Bill, 

Sir Sol, Hah! you are . ich, no doubt, Sir; 

Sir Sau. Then, Sir, I ain a ſevere Perſecutor of ill 
Women, and never let any of 'em '1cape the Beadle's 
Correction, without a valuable Conſideration. 

Sir Sol, Ay, ay, you're much in the right, Sir, make 
em pay for their Wickedneſs. 

Sir Sau. Then 1 diſcountenance the Enemies of the Go- 
vernment, by encouraging them firſt to run prohivited 
Goods; and then I diſcoyer 'em, to ſnew my Loyalty, 

Sir Sol. You'll be a great Man, Sir, 

Sir 4%. Then, Sir, 1 am Guardian to my only Siiter, 
and tho? ſhe is fix Years above Age, 1 ſtill keep her For- 
tune carefully in my own Hands, for fear ſhe ſhou'd idiv 
throw it away upon ſome beggar;y young Fellow: Not 
but 1 give her a good Gentlewoman| y Education; for 1 
havent taught her ſeveral Tunes my felf, upor. t = Dult;- 
ner; and to ſave tie charge of a ling ing Maſter, 1 let her 
go once a Week with her Maid, in the Upper Cas 0 
fearn the Songs out of the Oper: 

Sir Sol. Good again, Sir, Why this will certainly carry 
my Neice: Theſe are Qualities not two ve reſiſted. But 
now, Sir, pray what are you willing to ſettle upon her: 


Sir Squ, 
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Sir Sau. Settle, Sir! why I'll--look you, Sir, I don't 
underſtand your Law-terms, and hard Words: but I'll 
make her a happy Woman. She ſhall want for nothing : 
I'll ſettle a good Husband upon her; ſhe ſhall have Mo- 
ney in her Pocket, and good Cloaths upon her Back; ſhe 
ſhall have her youngeſt Prentice in a Blue Livery, carry 
her Gilt Bible before her to Church every Sunday ; ſhe 
ſhall wear a Gold Chain upon her Neck, and fit in the 
great Pew next the Pulpit, 

Sir Sol, Ay! 

Sir S. Nar, Sir, if ſhe pleaſes my Humour, ſhe ſhall 
wear her Sunda) Cloaths every day; go abroad once a 
Month in a Sedan; go to a Goſliping once a Quarter; and 
once a Year ſhe ſhall conſtantly Lie. in. 

Sir Sol. Hold! hold! Sir, that, I'm afraid, is more than 
you can promiſe. 

Sir Sq, Sir, what 1 fay I'll ſtand to; and if you doubt 
my Word, I'll give you City-Security for the Performance 
of it, 

Sir Sol, What you can't perform, there's no doubt 
but your Security will, Well, sir! now 1 have 
heard what you can do. [ have but a Word or 
two with this Gentleman, and thenkuo x 

Sir $qu, Sir, with all my Heart; it you can get a bet- 
ter Bargain, take it, 

Sir Sal. Well, Sir! now, pray, what are you? 

Saun, I, Sit ha, ha! I'm nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Hah?! that is not much indeed, Sir 
pray, Sir, have you no Employment? 

Saun. Employment! What do you mean, Old Gentle- 
man, Jomer's Work: Sir, I'm a Gentleman. 

Sir Sol. Very good, Sir: Ind pray, what Eſtate 
have you: 


Zut 


Saum. I can't tell, Sir: I never mind Accounts; 
don't underſtaad 'em. 

Str Sol. Pray, Sir, What is't you do underſtand? 

Saun, Bite, Bam, and the beſt of the Lay, old Boy, 

Sir Sol. Hah ! that's every Word more than I under- 
ſtand, J muſt confeſs, Do you now nothing of the 
J.aw, Sir? | 


Sau. 
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Saun. Um! —juſt as much as I got from being often 
arreſted. 

Sir So! Do you follow no Buſineſs, Sir? 

Saun, No, Sir, I hate it; — avoid it. — I'll make Bu- 
ſineſs follow me; a Gentleman's above it. 

Sir Sol. Hah! you ſeem to lead a pleaſant Life, Sir. 

Saun. Ves, Sir, Pleaſure's my Principle, and I'll ſtick 
to it as long as I live. 

Sir Sol. Pray, what's your chief Diverſion ? 

Saun, Sauntering ! As thus, Sir, from my Ladging 
to the Smyrna, thence to Warte's; then to the Smyrna a- 
gain, then to White's again; and all this white, my Chair 
follows me empty. Then 1 dine, drink a Bottle, go 
to Will's, go behind the Scenes, make Love in the 
Green-Room, take a Benefit Ticket, ferret the Boxes, ſ{trad- 
dle into the Pit; Green-Room again, do the ſame at both 
Houſes, and ſtay at neither, 

Sir Sol. Hah! a pretty Life: Do you never ſtudy, Sir? 

Saun, Um in a Morning a little, while my 
Man draws on my Shoes, I hum over a Preface, or ſo; 
Then turn to the Concluſion, and give my Judgment 
accordingly.——] hate Fatigue; a Gentleman ſhou'd 
only have a taſte of every thing. 

Sir Sol. But do you never ſtudy yourſelf, neither? 

Saun. O yes, Sir, that I never fail to do, at leaſt three 
hours in a Glaſs, every Morning, 

Sir Sol. Provoking Dog. | 4/de. Well, Sir, and what 
other powerful Reaſons haye you to encourage my Neice's 
coming into your Family ? 5 

Saun. Why, none ſo great, Sir, as my Family itſelf; 
"tis as ancient as any in England, The Saunterer's, Sin, 
came in with King Stephen the Conqueror. And a Man 
of Honour, Sir, always values a good Family beyond 
Fortune. 

Sir Sol. Ay, but ſome Fools don't, Sir; and I ſhall not 
bluſh to tell you I am one of thoſe, And let me tell you, 
Sir, he that out-lives his Fortune, will have much ado 
ſometimes to make his Family own him. Poverty at 
Court, Sir, is like Wit in the City, always counted illegi- 
imate,— Well, Gentlemen, 1 have heard you all: And 

| I won': 
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J won't marry my Kinſwoman to this Gentleman, be. 
cauſe has prudent Conſcience, as he calls it, will let him 
ſpend but a Penny a Day : Nor to this Gentleman, be- 
cauſe, as far as I find, he has not that to ſpend : Nor to the 


noble Captain here, becauſe he ſpends more than he has, 


Capt. Why then, Sir, I'll ſtick to my Punt, and a 


Pipe of Mundungus. 

Sir Sau. And as for Sir Squabble Sp Iitharir,, know, 
Sir, that now I won't take under a Thouſand Pound more 
with your Neice; and ſo your Friend, and Servant. 

Faun. And for me, Sir, 

Sir Sol. O ſweet Mr, Nothing-to- 4 

Saun. Know, Sir, that the Noble Family of the Saur 
rerer's ſhall never be ſtain'd with the baſe Blood of a Pur, 
Sir, and ſo your Servant again, Sir. Exeunt, 

Sir Sol. Ha! ha! ha! Well, I ſee there are other Mon- 
{ters in the World beſide Cuckolds, and full as ridiculous, 
But now to my own Affairs. I'll ſtep into the Park, and ſee 
if 1 can meet with my hopeful Spouſe there! I warrant, 
engag'd in ſome innocent Freedom, {as ſhe calls it) as 
walking in a Mask, to laugh at the impertinence of Fops 
that don't know her; but 'tis more likely, I'm afraid, a 
Plot to intrigue with thoſe that do. Oh! how many Tor- 
ments lie in the ſmall Circle of a Wedding-Ring. Exit. 


The End of the Firſt Act. 


. 
SCENE, Clarinda's Apartment. 


Euter Clarinda, and Syivia. 
Clar. A! ha! ha! poor Sy/v:3 ! 

Sl. Nay, prithee, don't laugh at me. There's 
no accounting tor lnchnation : For it there were, you 
know, Why ſhou'd .it be a greater Folly in me, to fall 
in Love with a Man I never ſaw but once in my Life, 
than *tis in you to reſiſt an honeſt Gentleman whoſe Fi. 
delity has deſery'd your Heart an hundred times over? 

Clan, 
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Clar. Ay! but an utter Stranger, Couſin, and one, 
that for ought you know, may be no Gentleman, 

Sl. That's impoſſible; his Converſation cou'd not be 
counterfeit, An elevated Wit, and good Breeding, have 
a natural Luſtre that's inimitable, Beſide, he ſav'd my 
Life at the hazard of his own; ſo that part of what | 
give him, is but Gratitude. 

Clar, Well! you are the firſt Woman that eyer took 
fire in the middle of the Thames, ſure. But ſuppoſ: 
now he's married, and has three or four Children! 

9. Pſhah! Prithee don't teize me with ſo many il! 
natur'd Objections; I tell you, he is not married, 1 am 
ſure he is not: for I never ſaw a Face look more in hu- 
mour in my Life, Beſide, he told me himſelf, he 
was a Country Gentleman, juſt come to Town upon Bu- 
ſineſs: And I'm reſolv'd to believe him, 

Clar, Well! well! I'll ſuppoſe you both as fit for one 
another then as a couple of Tallies, But ſtill, my Dear, 
you know there's a ſurly old Father's Command againſt 
you; he is in Articles to marry you to another: And 
though, I know, Love is a notable Contriyer, I can't 
ſee how you'll get over that Difficulty. 


H.. 'Tis a terrible one, 1 own; but with a little of 


thy Aſſiſtance, dear Clarinda, I am ſtill in hopes to bring 
it to an even Wager, I prove as wiſe as my Father. 

Clar. Nay, you may be ſure of me: You may ſee by 
the Management of my own Amours, I have ſo natural 
a Compaſtion for Diſobedience, l ſha'n't be able to refuſe 
you any thing in Diſtreſs... There's my Hand; 
tell me how I can ſerve you. 

S J. Why thus: Becauſe I wou'd not wholly diſ— 
cover my ſelf to him at once, 1 have ſent him a Note 
to viſit me here, as if theſe Lodgings were my own, 

Clar. Hither! to my Lodgings ! Twas well I ſent Col. 
Srandfaſt word 1 ſhou'd not be at home. | Feds. 

Sy. 1 hope you'll pardon my Freedom," ſince one 
end of my taking it too, was to haye your Opinion of 
him, before I engage any farther, 

Clar, O! it needs no Apology; any thing of mine is 
at your Service. I am only afraid, my troubleſome Lo- 

ven 
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ver, Mr, Clerimont, ſhou'd happen to ſee him, who is, of 
late, ſo impertinently jealous of a Rival, tho' from what 
Cauſe 1 know not; not but I lie too. [de.] I fay, 
ſhou'd he ſee him, your Country Gentleman wou'd be 
in danger, I can tell you. 

Sl. O! there's no fear of that; for I have order'd 
him to be brought in the back-way : When I have talk'd 
with him a little alone, I'll find an occaſion to leave him 
with you; and then we'll compare our Opinions of bim. 

Euter Servant to Clarinda, 

Ser. Madam, my Lady Salife, 

Sl. Pſhah! ſhe here! 

Clar. Don't be uneaſie; ſhe ſha'n't diſturb you: I"! 
take care of her, 


Enter Lady Sadlite, 

L. Sad. O my Dears, you have loft the ſweeteſt Morn 
ing ſure, that ever peep'd out of the Firmament: The 
Park never was in ſuch Perfection. 

_ Clar, 'Tis always ſo, when your Ladyſhip's there. 

L. Sad. 'Tis never ſo without, my dear Clarinda. 

Sy. How civilly we Women hate one another, Aae. 
Was there a good deal of Company, Madam ? 

L. Sad. Abundance! and the beit I have ſeen this Sea- 
ſon: for 'twas between Twelve and One, the very hour 
you know, when the Mob are violently hungry. O! the 
Air was ſo inſpiring! ſv amorous! and to compleat the 
Pleaſure, I was attack'd in Cunyerſation, by the moſt 
charming, modeſt, agreeably inſinuating young Fellow, 
ſure, that eyer Woman play'd the fool with. 

Clar, Who was it: 

L. S$a4. Nay, Heav'n knows; his Face is as intirely 
new, as his Converſation, W hat wretches our young Fel- 
lows are to him ? 

Sy!. What ſurt of a Perſon? 

L. Sad. Tall, ſtreight, well Limb'd, walk'd firm; 
and a Look as chearful as a AMay-4ty Morning, 

Syl. The Picture's very like: pray Heay'n it is not 


my Gentleman's. Alide, 
Clar, I wiſh this don't prove my Colonel [Alle 

Sy!. How came you to part with him fo ſoon? 
L. Sad. 
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L. Sad. O Name it not! That eternal Damper of ab. 
Pleaſure, my Husband, Sir Solomon, came into the Mall in 
the very Criſis of our Converſation l ſaw him at a di 
ſtance, and complain'd that the Air grew tainted, that | 
was Sick o'th' ſudden, and left him in ſuch Abruptneſs 
and Confuſion, as if he had been himſelf my Husband 

Clay, A melancholy Diſappointment indeed! 

L. Sad. Oh! 'tis a Husband's Nature to give 'em. 

A Servant whiſpers Sylvia. 

SJ. Deſire him to walk ir Couſin you'll be at hand 

Clar. In the next Room Come, Madam, Sylvia 
has a little Buſineſs, I'll ſhew you ſome of the ſweeteſt. 
prettieſt figur'd China, 

L. Sad. My Dear, I wait on you. [Ex eννt L. Sad, and 

Clar 


Enter Atall, as My, Freeman. 

Syl. You find, Sir, I have kept my Word in ſeeing 
you, 'tis all you yet have ask'd ot me, and when I know 
"tis in my Power to be more obliging, there's nothing 
you can command in Honour, I ſhall retute you. 

At. This Generous Offer, Madam, is fo high an Obli 
2ation, that it were almoſt mean in me to ask a farthe; 
Favour. (Death! what a Neck ſhe has!) But 'tis a Lover's 
Merit to be a Miſer in his Wiſhes, and grafp at all Occa. 
lions to enrich 'em L own, I feel yc.r Charms 
too ſenſibly prevail, but dare not give a looſe ro m. 
ambitious Theughts, till 1 have paſs'd one erent... 
Doubt that ſhakes 'em. 

Sy7. If 'tis in my Power to clear it, ask me freely 

At. I tremble at the Tryai; and yet methinks mn, 
Fears are vain: But yet to kill or cure 'em once for eye: 
be juſt and tell me; are you married ? 

SJ. If that can make you eaſy, no. 

At, Tis Eaſe indeed - -nor are vou promis'd 
nor your Heart engag'd? 

Sy. That's hard to tell you: But to be juſt, I ow! 
my Father has engag'd my Perſon to one I never ſaw, 
and my Heart I fear's inclining to one he never ſaw. 

At, O yet be merciful and eaſe my Doubt; tell me 
the happy Man that has deſery'd fo exquilite a Bleſling. 

Syd. 
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ati 951. That, Sir, requires ſome pauſe; tis the ohly Se- 
in cret yet can refuſe. you : Firſt tell me why you're ſo in- 
di. quiſitive, without letting me know the Condition of YOU! 
tj own Heart, 
el; At, In every Circumſtance my Heart 's the ſame wich 
l yours z 'tis promis'd to one I never ſaw, by a comman- 
ding Father, who by my firm Hopes of Happineſs Lam 
reſolv'd to diſobey; unleſs your Cruelty prevents it. 
S. But my Diſobedience wou'd beggar me. 
dg , At. Baniſh that Fear, I'm Heir to a Fortune, will ſup- 
* port you like fyourſelf—May I not know your Family: 


ft. Syl, Yet, you mult not, 

At. Why that Nicety ; is not it in my Power to inquire | 
nd Whoſe Houſe this is, when I am gone? ' 
T S. And be ne'er the wiſer: Theſe Lodgings are a ; 


Friend's, and are only borrowed on this occaſion : But to 

na Afave you the e of any larther needleſs Queſtions, I . 
w Will make you one Propoſal. I have a young Lady here 
ns within, who is the only Confident of my Engagements 
to you: On her Opinion I rely; nor can you "take it ill, 


1; if I make no farther ſteps wit hout it; 'twou'd be miſe- 
el rable indeed ſhou'd we both meet Beggars. I own your 1 
Is + Actions and Appearance merit all you can deſire; ler her | 
a- be as well ſatisfy'd of your Pretenſions and Condition, ; 
ne and you ſhall find it ſha'a't be a little Fortune ſhall make q 
4” me ungrateful. 9 
At. So generous _ Offer ey'n exceeds my Hopes, ö 
Syl. Who's there 
Enter Servant, f 


Deſire my Couſin, Clarinda to walk in. 

At, Ha! Clarinaa ! If it ſhould be my CIE now, 
Im in a ſweet Condition by all that's terrible the ye- 
ry She; this was finely contriy'd of Fortune 


Enter Clarinda. 


Jiſcover'd my Affair with him, and has a mind to inſul: 
Yo me by an affected Reſignation of her Pretenſions to hin! 


—|'ll diſappoint her, I won't know him. 


| 
: 
A Clar, Defend me, Col. Staudfaſt! She has certain'y 
7 Sy; 
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Syl. Couſin, pray come forward; this is the Gentleman 
I am ſo much oblig'd to Sir, this Lady is a Rela- 
tion of mine, and the Perſon we are ſpeaking of. 

At. I ſhall be proud, Madam, to be better known a. 
mong any of your Friends, ' [Salutes Her. 

Clar, Soh! he takes the hint I ſee, and ſeems not to 
know me neither: 1 know not what to think.-perhaps 
ſhe's only Jealous of him, and had a mind that my ſee— 
ing her Engagement with him, ſhould occaſion a breach 
between him and me I am confounded ! 1 hate both 
him and her, how unconcern'd he looks! Contuſion! he 
addreſſes her before my Face, [Aſide 

Lady Sadlite peeping in. 

L. Sad. What do 1 ſee? The pleaſant young Fellow 
that talk'd with me in the Park juſt now! This is the 
luckieſt Accident! I muſt know a little more of him. 

[Retzre: 

Sz1. Couſin, and Mr. Freeman. I think I need no: 
make any Apology you both know the occaſion 6! 
my leaving you together in a quarter of an Hour 1“ 
wait on you again, Exit. Sy! 


At. So, I'm in a hopeful way now, Faith; but Buff 


the word: I'll ſtand it. 

Clar. Mr. Freeman! So my Gentleman has change 
his Name too! How harmleſs he looks I have my 
Senſes ſure, and yet the demureneſs of that Face, looks 
as if he had a mind to perſuade me out of em. I cou“ 
find in my Heart to humour his Aſſurance, and ſee hoy 
far he'll carry it von't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

They ſet. 

At. What the Devil can this mean *_ ſure lhe has a 

mind to counterface me, and not know me t00-—with 


all my Heart: If her Ladyſhip won't know me, I'm ſure * 


tis not my buſineſs at this time to know her. 
Clar. Certainly that Face is Cannon-proof, [ Aſide. 
At. Now for a formal Speech, as if I had never fee" 
her in my Life before—Madam—a hem—! Madam! 
a hem! 
Clar. Curſe of that ſteady Face. LAlae. 
At. I ſay, Madam, ſince J am an utter Stranger to you, 
I am 


* 
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Jam afraid it will be very difficult for me to offer You 
more Arguments than one to do me a Friendſhip with 
your Coulin ; but it you are, as ſhe ſeems to own you, 
her real Friend, | preſume you can't give her a better Proof 
of your being fo, than in pleading the Cauſe of a ſincere 
and humble Lover, whoſe tender Wiſhes neyer can pro- 
poſe to taſte of Peace in Life without her 

wag Um! I'm choak'd, FIZC 

She gave me Hopes, that when 1 had fatisfied you 
of my Birth and Fortune, you wou'd do me the Honow 
to let me know her Name and Family, 

Clar, Sir, I muſt own you are the moſt perfect Maſter 
of your Art, that ever enter'd the Liſts of Aſſurance. 

At. Madam * : 

Clar. And 1 don't doubt but you will find it a muck 

eaſter Task to impoſe upon my Couſin, than me, 

At, Impoſe, Madam! I ſhou'd be forry any thing 1 
have ſaid cou'd diſoblige you into ſuch kard Thou: -hts of 
me: Sure, Madam, vou are under ſome Miſinformation, 

Clar, 1 was indeed, but now my Eyes are open—for 
till this Minute I never knew that the gay Col. Srandfaſt, 
was the demure Mr, Freeman. 

At. Col. Stanafaſt! This is extremely dark, Madam. 

Clar. This Jeſt is tedious, Sir Im; pudence grows 
dull, when 'tis ſo very extrav agant. 

At. Madam, I am a Centlemar. but not yet w iſe e 
nough I find to account for the Humnours of a fine Lady, 

Clay: Troth, Sir, on ſecond Thouzhts J begin to be a 
little better recoticil'd to your Aſſurance; 'tis in ſome for! 
Modelty to deny yourſelt, for to own your Perjuries to 
my Face, had been an Int Cloned tranſcendently provokin: 

At. Really, Madam, my not being able to apprehe - 
one word of all this, is a great inconvenience to my At- 
fair with your Couſin : Bur if you will firſt do me the Ho- 
nour to make me acquainted with her Name and Fami- 
iy; I don't much care if I do take a little pains afterwards 
to come to a riaht underſtanding with you. 

Clar, Come! come! ſince you ſee this Aſſurance will 
do you no good, vou had better put on a ſimple honeſt 
Look, and generouſly confeſs your Frailties: The ſame 
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Slineſs that deceiv'd me firſt, will ſtill find me Woman 


enough to pardon you. 346 
At. That bite won't do. [A/ite,] Sure, Madam, you hi 

miſtake me for ſome other Perſon ! ye 
Clar. Inſolent! Audacious Villain! J am not to have 

my Senfes then! ſit 
At. No! [Aide ta 
Clar. And you are reſolved to ſtand it to the laſt! th. 
At. The laſt Extremity. 3 At 
Clar. Well, Sir, ſince you won't know vourſelf, tis pa 

poſſible at leaſt you may have ſome ſmall e ee tu 

with the Perſon I take you for: It can do you no harm, th 

preſume, to own you know Colonel Srandfa 56 cet 


Ac By all that's binding I know no more of him, than 
you know of me. 
Clar. It you know as ** tis enough. 
At. Never ſaw or heard of any ſuch Perfon, ſince! w' 


was born. int 

Clar. Nay! that's hard! And I mult tel] you, Sir, ſunce 'T 
you will own noth ing to me, Vil cen ſomething to ny his 
Couſin for vou: 15 take care ſhe ſhall know vou perfecti. ha 


At, Be not ſo barbarous, Madam, without a C auſe 10 ; 
miſrepreſent me, where my Soul = languiſhes to : 
clearly known: Upon my Knees 1 beg you do not iza I. 
raſh Error of my Perſon ſo apparent, blindly ruin me with 
| the only Creature in whom my humble Heart has trea— 
| ſur'd up its future hopes of Happineſs, 
Clar, Poor little Malice, you think this ſtings me gow 
| 
| 
| 
: 


53 


but you ſhall find —I'm not ſo little Miſtreſs of my Heart, 1nd 
but I can ſtill recall it, and ſince you are fo much a ſtranger 
to Col. Stanafaſt, II tell you w here to find him, and tell tall 
him this from me; I hate him, ſcorn, deteſt, and loath 

him: I never meant him but at beſt for my verſion, M20 
and ſhou'd he ever renew his dull Addreſſes to me, I'! till 
have him us'd as his yain Infolence deſerves. Now, Sir, YA 
I have no more to ſay, and I deſire you wou'd leave the Far 


Houſe immediately. ] 
At. 1 wou'd not willingly diſoblige you, Madam, but 
'tis impoii;ble to fiir 'til. I have ſeen rour Couſin, and this 
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you live, or kill me: To part wich this ſoft y hite Hand's 
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Clar. Don't flatter yourſelf, Sir, with ſo vain a hope, 
for I muſt tell you once for all, you've ſeen the laſt of 
her: And it you won't be gone, you'll oblige me to have 
ou forc'd away. 

At, I'll be even with you, Ae. Well, Madam, 
ſince I find nothing can prevail upon your Cruelty, I'll 


take my leave: But as you hope for Juſtice on the Man 


that wrongs you, at lealt be faithful to your lovely Friend. 
And when you have nam'd to her my utmoſt Guilt, yer 
paint my Paſſion as it is, ſincere, Tell her what Tor 
tures I endur'd in this ſevere Excluſion from her Sight, 
that till my Innocence is clear to her, and ſhe again re- 


ceives me into Mercy, 


A mad Man's Frenzy's Heav'n to what I feel; 

The Wounds you give, tis ſhe alone can heal, Exit. 

Clar. Moſt abandon'd Impudence! And yet I know not 
which vexes me moſt, his out- facing my Senſes, or his 
inſolent owning his Paſſion for my Couſin to my Face: 
Tis impoſſible ſhe cou'd put him upon this, it mult be all 
his own; but be it as it will, by all that's Woman 1'I! 
have Revenge. Exit. 

Re-enter Atall and Lady Sadliſe at the other fide. 

At. Hey day! is there no way down Stairs here? Death! 
I can't find my way out! This is the oddeſt Houſe, 

L. Sad. Here he is 'N venture to paſs by him, 

At, Pray, Madam, which is the neareſt way out? 

L. Sad. Sir! out 1 

At. O my Stars! is't you, Madam? This is fortunate 
indeed_.l beg you tel! me, do you live here, Madam ? 

L. Sad. Not very far off, Sir: But this is no place to 
talk with you alone—indeed I muſt beg your Pardon. 

At. By all thofe kindling Charms that fire my Soul, 
no Conſequence on Earth {hall make me quit my hold, 
till you've given me ſome kind Aſſurance that I [hall ſee 
you again, and ſpeedily: I gad I'll have one out of the 
Family at leaſt. 

L. Sad. O good, here's Company! 

At. O do not rack me with Delays, but quick, before 
this dear ſhortliv'd Opportunity's loſt, inform me where 
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ten thouſand Daggers to my Heart, | Kiſſing it eager!;, 
L.S:d, O Jud! I am going home this minute: And ifs 
vou ſhou'd offer to dog my Chair, I proteſt I-as even 
ſuch Uſage Lord - ſure! oh follow me down then. 
[ Exeun! 
Re-enter Clarinda and Sylyia, 
Sy. Ha! ha! ha! 
Clar, Nay, you may laugh, Madam, but what I te! 
you is true. 
Sz]. Ha! ha! ha! 
Clar, You don't believe me then. 
$31, I do believe, that when ſome Women are inclin': 
to like a Man, nothing more palpably diſcovers it, thai 
their railing at him; ha! ha! Your Pardon, Couſin; you 
know you laugh'd at me juſt now upon the ſame occaſion 
Clar. The Occaſion 's quite different, Madam; I hat: 
him. And, once more I tell you, he's a Villain; you'r: 
impos'd on. He's a Colonel of Foot, his Regiment 
now in Spain, and his Name 's Standfa/?, 
Sy1. But pray, good Couſin, whence had you this 1: 
telligence? of him? 
Clar, From the ſame Place that you had your falſe A. 
count, Madam, his own Mouth, | 
Hl. Ay! pray when? 
Clar, This Day ſeven- night. 
yl. Where? 
Clar. In the next Room. 
Syl. How came you to {ce him there? 
Clar, Becauſe there was Company in this, 
Sl. What was his Buſineſs with you? 
Clar, Much about the ſame, as his Buſineſs with you- 
Love, 
Syl. Love! to you! 
Clar, Me, Madam! Lord! What am I Old! or: 
Monſter! Js it ſo prodivious, that a Man ſhou'd like ine 
Sy. No! But I'm amaz'd to thing, ii ne had tid you 
he ſhou'd leave you to ſoon, for me! 
Clar. For you! leave me! tor you! No, Madam, 
did not tell you that ncicher! ha! ha! 
Sl. No! What made you fo violemy angry with 
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then? Indeed, Couſin, you had better take ſome other 
fairer way; this Artifice is much too weak to make me 
break with him. But, however, to let you fee 1 can be 
till a Friend; prove him to be, what you fay he is, and 
my Engagements with him fhall ſoon be over. 

Clar. Look you, Madam, not but ! flight the tend'reſt 
of his Addreſſes: but, to convince you, that my Vanity 
was not miſtaken in him, I'M write to him by the Name 
of Colonel Srandfaſt, and do vou the fame by that of 


Freeman; and let's each appoint him to meet us at my La- 


dy Saalije's at the ſame time: if theſe appear two different 
Men, I think our Diſpute's eaſily at an end; if but one, 
and he does not own all I've ſaid of jim to your Face; 
u make you a very humble Curt'ly, and beg your Pardon. 

$31. And if he does own it, I'll make your Ladyihip 
tae ſame Reverence, and beg yours, 


Enter Clerimont, 
Clar. Pſnah! he here! 
Cler. I am glad to find you in ſuch good Company, 
Madam. 
Clar. One's ſeldom long in good Company, Sir, 
Cler, I am ſorry mine has been fo dbu ble dne of late; 
but 1 value your Eaſe at too high a rate, to diſturb it. 
Going. 
9. Nay, Mr. Clerimont, upon my word, you ſha'n't 
ſtir, Hark you—[#hiſpers,] Your Pardon, Couſin. 
Clar. I mult not loſe him neither. Mr. Clerimont's way, 
is to be ſevere in his Conſtruction of Peoples meaning, 
Y.. I'll write my Letter, and be with you, Couſin. 
Exit. 
Cler. It was always my Principle, Madam, to have an 
humble Opinion of my Merit; when a Woman of Senle 
trowns upon me, I ought to think J deſerve it. 
Clar. But to expect to be always receiv'd with a Smile, 
I think, is having a very extraordinary Opinion of one's 
Merit, 
Cler. We differ a little as to Fact, Madam: For theſe 
ten Days palt, I have had no Diſtinction, but a ſevere 


Reſery'dneſs. You did not uſe to be fo ſparing of your 
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good Humour ; and while I ſee you gay to all the World 
but me, I can't but be a little concern'd at the Change. | 
Clar. It he has diſcoyer'd the Colonel now, I'm un- =_ 


* 
a 
— 


done! he cou'd not meet him, ſure. I muſt humour fi 
him a little. [Aſte.] Men of your ſincere Temper, 
Mr. Clerimont, | own, don't always meet with the Uſage * 
they deſerve: but Women are giddy things; and had we hu 
no Errors 0 anſwer for, the Uſe of Good Nature in a Lo- 83 
ver wou'd be loſt, Vanity is our inherent Weaknels : _ 
You muſt not chide, if we are ſometimes tonder of yOu! th 
Paſtions, than your Prudence, th 
Cler. This friendly Condeſcenſion makes me more vou fe 
Slave than ever. O! yet be kind, and tell me, have! 
been tortur'd with a groundleſs Jealouſy? f 
Clar. Let your own Heart be Judge. But don't an 
take it ill if I leave you now: — I have ſome earneſt Buſi— N 
| neſs with my Couſin Sylvia. But to night, at my La- 
| ny Dainty's, Lil make you amends ; you be there. 5 
| Cler, 1 wo not promiſe Foe. 1 
| Clar, Your Servant. Ah! How eaſily is poor Sinceri:\ th 
| impos'd on. Now for the Colonel. (Afide.) | Exit. . 
Cler. This unexpected Change of Humour more ſtirs my, _ 
1 Jealouſy than all her late Severity. — II watch her cloſe. 1 
For ſhe that from a juſt Reproach is kind, 
Gives more ſuſpicion of her guilty Mind, (blind, 
And throws her Smiles, like Duſt, to ftrize the Lover 1 
N cl 
ACT 1. ; 
＋ 
SCENE, Lady Dainty's Apartinent- A Ta- A 
ble, with Viols, Gallipots, G{:{ſes, &c. , 
Lady Dainty, and Situp Ver Fiemay, : 
L:-D: It! Sttup ! a 
Sit. Madam! : 
L. D. Thou art ſtrangely low. I told thee the Hari 3 NT 


korn! 1 have the V apours to that degree. { 


Ta- 
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Sit, If your Ladyſhip wou'd take my Advice, you ſhou'd 
ev'n fling your Phyſick out of the Window; it you were 
not in perfect Health in three Days, 1'd be bound to be 
fick for you. 

L. D. Peace, Goody Impertinence! I tell thee, no Wo- 
man of Quality is, or ſhou'd be in perfect Health. Huh! 
huh! (coughs faincly) To be always in Health, is as vul- 
gar as to be always in Humour, and wou'd equally be- 
tray one's want of Wir, and Breeding; 'tis only fit for 
the clumſy ſtate of a Citizen, — I am ready to faint unde: 
the very Idea of ſuch a barbarous Life. M here are the 
Fellows: 

Stt. Here, Madam. Enter two Footmen. 

I. D. Caſar. un to my Lady Roundſides . detire to 
know how ſhe reſte!; and tell her, the violence of my 
Coid is abated; Hun! huh! Pompey, ſtep you to my Lacy 
Xillchatrman's; give my Service; fay, I have been io 


— 
Of 


embarraſs'd with the Spleen all this Morning, that J am 
under the greateſt Uncertainty in the World, whether I 
ſhall be able to ſtir out, or no. And, d'ye hear, deſire to 
know how my Lord does, and the new Monkey. — [Exit 

Sit. In my Conſcience, theſe great Ladies make them- 
telyes ſick to make themſelves buſineſs; and are well, or 
ill, only in Ceremony to one another, [Afide. 

L. D. Wiere's t'other Fellow? 

St. He is not return'd yet, Madam. 

L. D. Tis indeed a ſtrange Lump, not fit to carry a 
Diſeaſe to any body: I ſent him t'other Pay to the Pu- 
cheſs of Dietdrink, with the Chelick, and the Brute put it 
into his own Tramontane Language, and call'd it the Beliy- 
Ach; Never was Creature under ſuch Confuſion, ſure! 
Ar my next Viſit, half the Company ſaluted me upon it. 
I was forc'd to explain the Booby's meaning, left they 
ſhou'd have ſuppos'd the Delicacy of my Conſtitution ca- 
pable of ſo yulgar a Diſeaſe :—_A huh! huh! 

Sit. I wiſh your Ladyſhip had not occaſion to ſend for 
any, for my part. 

L. D. Thy part !— prithee! thou wert made of the 
rough maſculine kind ;—'tis betraying our Sex not to be 
ſickly and tender. All the Families ] viſit, have ſomething 
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deriy'd to 'em, from the elegant nice ſtate of Indiſpoſi. 
tion; you ſee, ev'n in the Men, a genteel (as it were) 
ſta:ger, or twine of the Bodies; as it they were not yet 
coed enough for the rough laborious Exerciſe ot 
walking, a lazy Saunter in their Motion, fomething ſo 
ws | and their Voices ſo ſoft, and low, you'd think 
they were falling aſleep, they are ſo very delicate. 

Sit, But methinks, Madam, it wou'd be better, if the 
Men were not altogether ſo tender. 

L. D. Indecd, 1 "have ſometimes wiſh'd the Creatures 
were not, but that the Niceneſs of their Frame ſo much 
diſtinguiſhes em from the Herd of common People: Nay, 
ev'n moſt of their Diſeaſes, you ſee, are not prophan'd by 
the Crowd: The Apoplexy, the Gon?, and 7/apours, are all 
peculiar to the No bility, — Huh ! huh! and I cou'd almoſt 
with, that Colds were only ours; there's ſomething in 
'em ſo genteel, {0 agreeably diſordering.— Huh! huh ! 

Sit. Thar, 1 hope, 2 | ſhall never be fit for em. 
Your Ladyſhip forgot the Spleen, 

LD: CNT mms! ny dear Seen,. I grudge that ev'n 
to ſome of Us. 

Sit. I knew an Ironmonger's Wife in the City, that 
was mightily troubled wit it. 

| D. Foh! What a Creature haſt thon nam'd? An 
Ironmonger's Wite have the Spleen! Thou might'it as 
well have ſaid, her Husband was a fine Gentleman: not 
but thoſe Wretches give themſelves the Air of following 
us in every thing, they Dreſs, Game, Vilit, hate the: 
Husbands, keep Chaplains, and go on, as far as ſimple 
Nature can: Br then the Creatures are ſo fond of Noiſe, 
and Merry-making, that the Delicacy of the Spleen can't 
bear their Barbarity ; ; and, therefore, never does 'em the 
Honour to viſit em. I profeſs ul feel it, while I com- 
mend it. 5 me ſomething. 

Sit. W ill your Ladyſnip. pleaſe to take any of the Steel 
Drops, or the Bolus, or the Elefuary, or 
L. D. This Wench will {mother me with Queſtions, -- 
but! huh! Bring any of 'em. Theſe healthy Sluts 
are {0 boiſterous, they ſplit one's Brains: I fancy myſei! 
in ah Inn, wiule tne talks to Mme, ——-[ mult have ſome 


decay | 
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decay'd Perſon of Quality about me: For the Commons 
of England are the ſtrangeſt Creatures. huh! huh! 
Enter a Servant, 

Ser. Mrs, Sylvia, Madam, is come to wait upon your 
Lady ſhip. 

L. D. Deſire her to walk in;—let the Phyſick alone; 
—]'!] take a little of her Company ; ſhe's mighty g good 
tor the Spleen, 

Enter Sylvia, 

Sl. Dear Lady Dazinty ! 

L. D. My good Creature, I'm over-joy'd to ſee you 
huh ! huh 1 

Syl. I am ſorry to ſee your Ladyſhip wrapt up thas: 1 
was in hopes to have had your Company to the Tdi! 
Houle. 

L. D. If any thing cou'd tempt me abroad, twou'd be 
that Place, and ſuch agreeable Company: but how came 
you, dear S Dia, to be reconcil'd to any thing in an J 
dian Houſe: You us'd to have a molt barbarous Inclina— 
tion for our own odious Manufactures. 

$3], Nay, Madam, I am onlv going to recruit my Tra- 
Table: As to the reſt of their Trumper” v, I am as muc!; 
out of Humour with !t as ever, 

I. D. How can a Woman of Taſte, as you are, be 
pleas'd with an) thing that's common: There is a pec- 
har Air in every thing that's foreign, 

Hl.. I fancy vour Ladyſhip | ates Your own Country, a5 
ſome Women do their Husbands, only for being toons 
em. 

1. . 17 is not that a very good Reaſon? For, Jon's 
vou find, it holds from ſk Husbands to their Wir C 
too: ] * ate any thing that's to be had, like a Pound ot 

dagar at every Grocer's: I ain ready to ſwoon at the ful- 
tom Shops upon Lt. {gare-Hill;, and wou'd no more have 
my Equipage in an Engl. Dress, than of an Exgliſh Birth, 
or Education. 

RE. Now I think, our own Habits, and Servants, are 

5 proper and uſetul as. ny. 

L. D. Uſeful! O deplorable! What a Tradeſman's Rea- 
lon, my Dear, do you give! How int! pid wou'd Lite * 
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it we had nothing about us but what was neceſſary? Ci. 
you ſuppoſe ſo many Women of Quality wou'd run mac 
atter Monkeys, Squirrels, Paroqueets, Dutch Dogs, an: 
Eunuchs, but that they are of no manner of Uſe in the 
World > 

Sz!. Now for that Reaſon, I like none of 'em all. 

L. D. How! Why, are you not ſtruck with the Mag. 
nificence ot a foreign Equipage ? as Swiſs Porters, Freue 
Cooks and Footmen, 17:alian Singers, Turkiſh Coachmen, 
and Indinn Pages? 

SJ. Very Geographical indeed, 

L. D. Does not my Lord Outſides touch you? 

Sy/, It did ſurprize me at firſt, I own: For his frig) 1. 
ful Blackamore Coachman, with his flat Noſe, and gre: 
Silver Collar, made me fancy, they had dreſs'd up a Dut- 
Maſtiff, and I expected every Minute to hear him ba- 
at his Horſes. 

L. D. Well, thou are a pleaſant Creature, thy Diſtaſt 
is ſo diverting! 

S. And your Ladyſhip is fo expenſive, that really Ian 
not able to come into it. 

L. D. Now, 'tis to me prodigious! how ſome Wome: 


can muddle away their Money upon Houſwifry, Children. 


Books, and Charities, when there are ſo many wel-bre. 
Ways, and foreign Curioſities, that more elegantly requit: 
it. 1 have every Morning the Rarities of all Countric: 
brought to me, and am in Love with every new thing 
ſee. Are the People come yet, S:rup ? 

Sit. They have been below, Madam, this half hour. 

L. D. Diſpoſe em in the Parlour, and we'll be there 
preſently. [ Ex, Sit. 

S. How can your Ladyſhip take ſuch Pleaſure in bein 
cheated with the Baubles of other Countries? 

L. D. Thou art a very Infidel to all Finery, 

$zl, And you a very Bigot. 

L. D. APerſon of all Reaſon, and no Complaiſance 

. And your Ladyſhip all Complaiſance, and no Rez: 
ſon. 

I.. D. Follow me, and be converted. [ Zaxewn! 
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Re-enter Situp, a Woman with Cliina-A'ave , a: indian 
Man with Screens, Tea, &c, 4 Bira-Man wii Pa- 
roqueet, Monkey, Cc. 


Sit, Come! come into this Room, 

Chin, V. 1 hope your Ladyſhip's Lady wo'n't be long 
a-coming. 

Sit. I don't care if ſhe never comes to you. It ſeems 
you trade with the Ladies for old Cloaths, and give 'em 
China for their Gowns, and Petticoats, I'm like to have 
a fine time on't with ſuch Creatures, as you indeed, 

Chi. Alas! Madam, I'm but a poor Woman, and am 
forc'd to do any thing to live: Will your Ladyſhip be 
pleas'd to accept of a piece of CH? 

Sit. Puh! no l don't care. Tho' I mult needs ſay, 
you look like an honeſt Woman. [ Looks on it. 

Chi. Thank you, good Madam. 

Sic. Our Places are like to come ta a fine Paſs indeed, 
if our Ladies mult buy their Ch122 with our Perquiſites: 
At this rate, my Lady ſha'n't have, an old Fan, or a Glove, 
but 

CH.. Pray, Madam, take it. 

Sit. No, not 1; 1 won't have it, efpecially without a 
Saucer to't, Here, rake it again. 

Chi. Indeed you ſhall accept ot it. 

Sit. Not I, truly. Come, vive it me, give it me; 
here's my Lady. 

Enter Lady Dainty, 27: Sylvia. 

L. D. Well, my Dear, is not this a pretty Sight now? 

$37. It's better than ſo many Doctors and Apothecarxies, 
indeed, 

I.. D. All Trades mult live you know, and thoſe no 
more than theſe cou'd ſubſiſt, i; the World were all wile, 
or healthy, 

Hl. I'm afraid our real Diſeaſes are but few to our I- 
maginary, and Doctors get more by tne found than the 

I. D. My Dear, you're aliow'd to ſay any thing but 
now 1 mult calk with the P2opie,————Hayc you got 
any thing vey there ? Che 


— — 
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Chi. 
Ind. 
Arm, 
Bird. 
L. D. One at once. | 
Bird, I have brought your Ladyſhip the fineſt Monkey — 
Sl. What a filthy thing it is. 

L. D. I now think he looks very humerous and agree- 
able Ll vow in a white Perriwig he might do miſchief; 
could he but talk, and take Snuff, there's ne'er a Fop in 
Town wou'd go beyond him. 

$31. Moſt Fops wou'd go farther if they did not ſpeak ; 
but talking indeed, makes 'em very often worſe Company 
than Monkeys, 

L. D. Thou pretty little Picture of Man how yery 
Indian he looks! I cou'd kiſs the dear Creature. 

Syl. Ah! Don't touch him he'll bite. 

Bird. No, Madam, he is the tameſt you ever ſaw, and 
the leaſt miſchievous. 

L. D. Then take him away, I won't have him, for Miſ- 
chief is the Wit of a Monkey, and 1 wou'd not vive a Far- 
thing for one, that wou'd not break me three or four 
Pounds worth of China in a Morning. O | am in love 
with theſe Indian Figures do but obſerve wat an inno- 
cent natural Simplicity there is in all the Actions of em. 

Chi. Theſe are Pagods, Madam, that the Indians wor 
ſhip. 

L. D. So far I am an Indian. 

Syl. Now to me they are all Monſters, 

L. D. Prophane Creature—l wou'd lain buy ſomething 
of the Armeniaus; but Amber Necklaces are ſuch odd things 
they are the only People that come ſo far, and bring no 
Rarities with 'cin.—oh ! Here Situp ſhall wear one. 

Sit. Lord! Dear Madam, 1 ſhall make ſuch a Figure, 
People will think I am: going to dine with my Lady May- 
oreſs. 

Chi. Is your Lady ſhip for a Piece of rizht Flande, 
Lace. 

L. D. Um no, I don't care for it now it is not pro- 
hibited. | 


And pleaſe your Ladyſhip. 
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Ind, Will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd to have a Pound 
of fine Tea? 

L. D. What filthy odious Bohea, 1 ſuppoſe. 

Ind. No, Madam, right Kappakawawa, 

L. D. Well, there's ſomething in the very ſound of 
that Name, that makes it irreſiſtable. What is't a Pound? 

Ind, But fix Guineas, Madam. 

L. D. How infinitely Cheap? T'll buy it all. Sirxp, 
take the Man in, and pay him, and let the reſt call again 
to morrow. 

Omnes, Bleſs your Lady ſnhip. | Ex, Chi. Ind. Arm, and 

Bird, 

L. D. Lord! how Feveriſh I am — the lat 
Motion does ſo diſorder me do but feel me. 

H.. No really, I think you are in very good Temper, 

L. D. Burning, indeed Child, 

Enter Servant, Doctor, and Apothecary. 

Ser. Madam, here's Dr. Bolus, arid the Adothecar;. 

L. D. Oh! Doctor, I'm glad you're come, one is nos 
{ure of a Moment's Lite without you. 

Dr. How did your Lady ſhip reſt, Madam. 

{ Feels her Pulſe. 

L. D. Never worſe, indeed Doctor: I once fell into 
a little Slumber indeed, but then was diſturb'd by the 
moſt odious frightful Dream: I dreamt there was an im- 
pudent Fellow, that came into my Chamber with his 
Sword drawn, and ſwore he wou'd marry me whether L 
wou'd or no; and ſo methought 1 flew out of the Room, 
and the horrid Creature purſued me to a vaſt great Thor- 
ny Wood, and the Briars did fo ſtick in my Coaths, and 
I pull'd and was ſo out of Breath; and then methought 
upon a ſudden, he chang'd into a great roaring mad Build, 
and then methought I ran, and ran, and ran, and my 
Legs did ſo ach, that if the Fright had not waken'd me, 
| had certainly periſh'd in my Sleep with the Apprehen- 
non. 

Dr. A certain ſign of a diſorder'd Brain, Madam, but 
I'M order ſomething that ſhall compoſe your Lady ſtip. 

L. D. Mr. Rhubarb J muſt quarrel with you 
you don't diſguiſe your Medicines enough, they taſte all 


Phylick 
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Phyſick, in a little time you'll bring me to take plai: 
Jalap. Huh! huh! 

Rhub, To alter it more might oftend the Operation, 
Madam. 

L. D. I dont care what is offended, ſo my Taſte is not, 

Dr. Hark you, Mr. Rhubarb, withdraw the Medicine, 
rather than not make it pleaſant, I'll find a reafon for the 
want of its Operation. 

Rhub. But, Sir, if we don't look about us ſhe'll grow 
well upon our Hands, 

Dr. Never fear that, ſhe's too much a Woman © 
Quality to dare to be well without her Doctor's Opinion 

Rhub, Sir, we have drain'd the whole Catalogue o. 
Diſeaſes already, there is not another left to put in her Head 

Dr. Then I'll make her go 'em over again, 

Enter Careleſs. 

Car. So! here's the Old Levee! Door and Apotheca 
in cloſe Conſultation: Now will 1 demoliſh the Quack 
and his Medicines before her Face Mr, Rhubarb, 
your Servant, pray what have you got in your Hand 
there ? 

Rub. Only a Julep, and Compoſing Draught for my 
Lady, Sir. 

Car. Have you to, Sir, 
preſcribe to day Doctor, you may go 
Mall take no Phytick at preſent but me. 

Dr. Sir. 

Car, Nay, if you won't believe me Breaks the Jo! 

J. D. Ah! Frighted, aud leaning upon Sy, 

Dr. Come away Mr. Rhubarb, he'll certainly 
put her out of Order, and then ſhe'll ſend for us again, 

[ Exernt Dottor and Apoth. 

Car, You ſee, Madam, what pains I tag: to come in- 
% your Fayour, 

L. D. You take a very prepoſterous Way, I can tel 
you, Sir. | | 

Car, I can't tell how I ſucceed, but l am ſure I endea- 
your right, for I ſtudy every Morning new Impertinence 
to entertain you: For ſince 1 find nothing but Dogs, 
Doctors, and Monkeys are your Favourites, it's very hard 

it 
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it your Ladyſhip won't admit me as one of the Number, 

L. D. When I find you of an equal Merit with my 
Monkey, you ſhall be in the ſame State of Favour: I 
confeſs, as a proof of your Wit, you have done me as 
much Miſchiet here: But you have not halt Pugg's Judg- 
ment, nor his Spirit : For that Creature will do a World 
of pleaſant Things, without caring whether one likes em 
or not, 

Car, Why truly Madam, the little Gentleman, my Ni 
val, I believe, is much in the right on't; and if you ob- 
ſerye, I have taken as much pains of late to diſoblige, 
as to pleaſe you. 

L. D. You ſucceed better in one than t'other 1 can tell 
YOu, Sir. 

Car, I am glad on't for if you had not me 
now and then to plague you, what wou'd you do for a 
pretence to be chagrin, to faint, have the Spleen, the 
Vapours, and all thoſe modiſh Diſorders, that ſo nicely 
diſtinguiſh a Woman of Quality: 

L. D. I am perfectly confounded ! certainly there are 
ſome People roo impudent for our Reſentment, 

Car, Modeſty's a ſtarving Virtue, Madam, an Old 
thread-bare faſhion of the laſt Age, and wou'd fit as odly 
upon a Lover now, as a Pik'd Beard and Muſtachoes, 

L. D. Moſt aſtoniſhing ! 

Car. 1 have tryed ſighing and looking filly a great 
while, but 'twould not do nay, had you had as 
little Wit as good Nature, ſhou'd have proceeded to 
Dance and Sing Tell me but how, what Face, or 
Form can worſhip you, and behold your Votary. 

L. D. Not, Sir, as the Perſſaus do the Sun, with your 
Face towards me: The beſt Proof you can give me of 
your horrid Deyotion, is never to ſee me more. Come, 
my Dear. Exit with Sylvia. 

Hl. I'm amaz'd ſo much Aſſurance ſhou'd not ſucceed, 

Exit. 

Car. All this ſha'n't make me out of love with my 
Virtue Impudence has ever been a ſucceſsful Qua- 
lity and would be hard indeed if 1 ſhou'd be 
the firſt that did not thrive by it, Exit. 

SCENE, 


— —— — — 
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SCE NE, Clerimont's Lodgings. | n 


Enter Atall, and Finder his Man, 

At. You are ſure you know the Houle again! co 

Fin, Ah! as well as 1 do the upper Gallery, Sir: 'Tis | th; 
Sir Solomon Sadlife's at the two Glaſs Lanthorns, within | 
three Doors of my Lord Duke's, | 

At. Very well, Sir, then take this Letter, inquire foi of 
my Lady Sadlife's Woman, and ſtay for an Anſwer. tu 

Fin, Yes, Sir, Exit. \ ac 

At. Well, I find 'tis as ridiculous to propoſe Pleaſure ro 
in Love without variety of Miſtreſſes, as to pretend to | 
be a keen Sportſman without a good Stable of Horſes: | oy 
We may talk what we will, but I ſay we love, as we 
bunt, for Pleaſure, and he's likelicſt to ſee moſt of the th 


Sport I'm ſure, that has a good led Nag in the Field : po 
How this Lady may prove J can't tell, but it ſhe is not H. 
a deedy Tit at the Bottom, I'm no Jockey. th 
Re-enter Finder, to 

Fin, Sir. here are two Letters for you. 

At. Who brought 'em? to 
Fit. A couple of Footmen, and they both deſire ar | 
Anſwer. m 

At. Bid 'em ſtay, and do you make haſte where I or. | 
der'd you. ha 

Fin, Yes, Sir. [ Exar. | L 

At. To Col. Standfaſi that's Clarinda's Hand.— to Mr 
Freeman that muſt be my Incarnita. Ah! I have moſt c 


mind to open this firſt But if t'other malicious Creature 
{hou'd have perverted her growing Inclinations to me, 
twould put my whole Frame in a Trembiing. Hold, I““ 
gueſs my Fate by Degrees this may give me a olimple | 
of it, Reads Clar. Letter.) Um —um—um—ba! Te mee! 


her at my Lady Sadlife's az ſeven a Clock to Night, an- 1 

| rakes no manner of Notice of my late diſowning my ſelf te 

| her ſomething's at the Bottom oft all this now to {vive 
FR! the Riddle [Reads other Letter, | My Confin Clarinda V, wy 
nl told ſome things of you that very much alarms ine; but | R 
| am willing to ſuſpend my belief of em till I ſee you, wwhic! 11 


I deſire may be at my Lady Sadlite's at ſewn this Evening, A 
The ] 
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The Devil! the ſame place! 

As you value the real Friendſhip of your Incognita. 

So now the Riddle's out ; the Rival Queens are fairly 
come to Reference, and one or both of 'em I mult loſe, 
that's poſitive; hard! 

Euter Clerimont. 
Hard Fortune! Now poor Impudence what will become 
of thee? O Clerimont Such a Complication of Adven- 
tures ſince I ſaw thee, ſuch ſweet Hopes, Fears, and un- 
accountable Difficulties, fure never poor Dog was ſur— 
rounded with, 

Cler. O! you are an Induſtrious Perſon, you'll get 
over 'em. But pray let's hear. 

Ae. To begin then in the Climax of my Misfortunes, in 
the firſt Piace, the private Lodgings that my Jucegnita ap- 
pointed to receive me in, prov'd to be the very individual 
Habitation of my other Miltreſs, whom (to compleat 
the Blunder of my ill luck) ſhe civilly introdue'd in Perſon 
to recommend me to her better Acquaintance, 

Cler. Ha! ha! Death! how cou'd you ſtand 'em both 
together ? 

At. The old way — Buff. fuck like a Burr to 
my Name of Freeman, addreſs'd my Incognita before the 
other's Face, and with a moſt unmov'd good Breeding, 
harmleſſly fac'd her down, I had never Ren her in my 
Life before, 

Cler. The prettieſt Modeſty I ever heard of : Well, but 
ow did they diſcover you at Jaſt ? 

At, Why Faith the Matter's yet in ſuſpence; and I find 
oy both their Letters, that they don't yet well know what 
to think: (but to go on with my Luck) you mult know 
hey have ſince both appointed me, by ſeveral Names, 
to meet 'em at one and the fame Place at ſeven a Clock 
this Evening. 

Cler, Ah! 

At. And laſtly, to crown my Fortune, (as if the De— 
vil himſelf moſt triumphantly rode a ſtraddle upon my 
Ruin) the fatal place of their Appointment happens to be 
ine very Houſe of a third Lady, with whom 1 made an 
Acquaintance ſince Morning, and had juſt before ſent word 


— 


Lwou'd viſit near the ſame hour this Ey'ning, Cler. 
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Cler, O! Murther! Poor Acall! thou art really fall's | ty 
under the laſt degree of Compaſſion. | fo 

At, And yet, with a little of thy Aſſiſtance, in the 
middle of all their ſmall Shot, I don't ſtill deſpair of n. 
holding my Head above Water. 

Cler. You muſt think me barbarous inleed, if in ſuch | q 
Diſtreſs I ſhou'd not throw out a Rope to ſave you——. | 
not that I can imagine what you propoſe : For I dare | ta 
ſwear thou doſt not deſign to marry any one of 'em. 

Ae. Shou'd my Incognita's Birth prove equal to he | p 
Beauty, I tremble to tell thee what might become of me. | 

Cler, Why then you had as good quit her Friend nov t 

A. No, no, that is not fate neither and if 1 don 
Keep in with her, Intimacy will certainly give her Oppo 
tunities of ſpoiling my Market with her Rival, 


Cler. Death! but you can't meet em both, you mu NV 

loſe one of 'em, unleſs you can ſplit your ſelf, \ 
At. Prithee don't ſuſpect my Courage, or Modeie, 

for I'm reſoly'd to go on, if you ſtand by me. r 
Cler. Faith my very Curioſity wou'd make me co 

that out what can 1 do? t 
At. You muſt appear for me upon occaſion in Perſo: | l 


Cler, With all my Heart What elle *? 
At. I ſhall want a King's Meſſenger in my Intereſt, o: | r 
rather one that can perſonate one, 


Cler. That's eaſily founc but what to do? | 
At. Come along, and 1 Il tell you or firſt! ] i 
muſt anſwer their Leiters. \ 
Cler. Thou art an Original, Faith, [ Exenn! 

t 


The SCEN E changes to Sir Solomon's 


Enter Sir Solomon leading Lady Sadlife, and wine a 
her Woman, 
Sir Sol. There, Madam, let me have no more of theſe | 


Airings no good, I'm ſure, can keep a Woman 
'F five or ſix Hours abroad in a Morning. 


L. Sad. Youdeny me all the innocent Freedoms of Lite, 
Sir Sol. Hah! you have the modiſh Cant of this end oi 
the Town, I ſee: Intriguing, Gaming, Gadding, and Par— 
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ty Quarries with a Pox to 'em, are innocent Freedoms, 
forſocth, 

L. Sad, 1don't know what you mean, I'm ſure 1 have 
not one Acquaintance in the World that does any ill thing. 

Sir $07, They muſt be better look'd after than your La- 
dyſhip then; but 1'll mend my Hand as taſt as I can, 
ao you look to your Reputation henceforward, and 10 
take care of your Perſon. 

L. Sad. You wrong mv Virtue with theſe unjuſt Sut. 


picions. 
Sir So!“ Ay, it's no matter for that; better I wrong 
than zou, Ii ſecure my Doors {or this Day at leaſt. F. 


L. Sud. O! Jinwell! what ſtiall 1 do? 
What's the matter, Madam; 

L. Sad. I expect a Letter from a Gentleman every 
Minute, and if it ſnou'd fall into Sir Solomon's Hands, 
I'm ruin'd paſt Redemption. 

iſu. He won't ſuſpect it, Madam, ſure if they are di- 
rected to me, as they us'd to be. 

L. Sad. But his Jealouſy's grown ſo violent of late, 
there's no truſting to it now; if he mects it, 1 ſhall be 
lock'd up for ever, | 

Wiſh. O dear Madam! I vow, your Ladyſhip frights 
me, Why, he'll kill me for keepiag Counſel, _ 

L. Sad. Run to the Window quick and watch the Mei. 
ſenger, Ex. Wiſh.) Ah! there's my Ruin near, ——-l feel 
it. A knocking at the Door.) What ſhall 1 do —Be 
very inſolent, or very humble, and cry. I have known 
ſome Women upon theſe Occaſions, out-ſtrut their Hus- 
band's Jealouſie, and make 'em ask Pardon for finding 
em out. O Lud! here he comes. I can't do't; my Cou- 
rage fails mel muſt ev'n ſtick to my Handkerchiet, 
and truſt to Nature. 

Re-enter Sir Solomon, taking a Letter from Finder. 

Sir Sol. Sir, I ſhall make bold to read this Letter; and, 
if vou have a mind to ſave your Bones, there's your 
Way out, 

Find, O terrible! I ſha'n't have a whole one in my 
Skin, when I come home to my Maſter. £x:7 Finder, 

I. Sad, [Aſide.] I'm loſt for ever, 


I vt , 


Sir Sol. 


— 
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Sir Se. (Reads) * Pardon, moſt Divine Creature, the 
** Impatience of my Heart; 
Very well! theſe are her innocent Freedoms! ah! Cocka 
rice 
© which languiſhes for an Opportunity to 
© convince you of its Sincerity eomnnmnn—— 
O the tender. Son of a Whore ! 
«© which nothing cou'd relieve, but the 
«+ ſweet Hope of ſceing you this Ev'ning 
Poor Lady! whoſe VutueI have wrong'd with unjuſt Sy- 
ſpicions! 
L. Sad. I'm ready to ſink with Apprehenſion! 
Sir Sol. — To Night, at ſeven, expect your dying 
ce Strephon. 

Die, and be damn'd j for l' remove your Comforter, by 
eutting her Throat. Il cou'd find in my heart to ram bis 
impudent Letter into her Wind-pipe Ha! what's this! 

* To Mrs, Wiſhwel!, my Lady Sadlife's Woman 
Ad, I'm glad of it withal my Heart: What a happy thing 
tis to have one's Tealouſy diſappointed !— Now, have | 
been curſing my poor Wife, for the miſtaken Wicked- 
neſs of that Trollop.— Tis well I kept my Thoughts to 
myſelf: For the Virtue of a Wife, when wrongfully ac- 
cus'd, is moſt unmercifully infolent...Come, I'll do a 
great thing; I'll kiſs her, and make her amends. 
W hat's the matter, my Dear has any thing frighted 
you ? 

L. Sad. Nothing but your hard Uſage. 

Sir So. Come! come! dry thy Tears, it ſhall be ſo no 
more. Bu', hark ye! 1 have made a Diſcovery here: 
our W:hwell, I'm afraid, is a Slut, She has 
an Intrigue, 

L. Sad. An Intrigue! Heavens! in our Family! 

Sir Sad. Read there: — I wiſh ſhe be honeſt. 

L. Sad. How !1—if there be the leaſt ground to think it, 
Sir Solomon, poſitively ſhe ſha'n't ſtay a Minute in the Houſe, 
—impudent Creature have an Affair with a Man! 

Sir Sol. But hold, my Dear, don't let your Virtue 
cenſure too ſeverely neither, 

L. Sad. I ſhudder at the Thoughts of her, 
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Sir Sol. Patience, I ſay, how do we know but his Court- 
ſhip may be honourable, 

L. Sad. That, indeed, requires ſome Pauſe, 

N h. (Peeping in) So! all's ſafe, I ſee, he thinks the 
Letter's to me, .O good! Madam, that Letter was to 
me, the Fellow ſays.—I wonder, Sir, how you cou's ſerve 
one ſo, it my Sweetheart hou'd hear you had open'd it, 
1 know he wou'd not have me; ſo he wou'd not. 

Sir Sol. Never fear that; for if he's in love with you, 
he's too much a Fool to value being laugh'd at. 

L. Sad. If it be your's; here, take your Stuff; and next 
time, bid him take better care, than to ſend his Letters 
ſo publickly. 

r Yes, Madam; but now your Lady ſhip has read 

, I'd fain beg the Honour of Sir Solomon to anſwer it for 
me; for I can't w:ite, 

L. Sad. Not write! 

Sir Sol. Nay, he thinks ſhe's above that, I ſuppoſe : For 
he calls her Divine Creature, ——A pretty piece of Divinity, 
truly. — But come, my Dear, Egad, we'll anſwer it for 
her, He:e's Paper, you ſhall do it. 

L. Sad. I, Sir Solomon] Lord, 1 wo'n't write to Fellows, 
not I.— I hope he wo'n't take me at my Word, | Aſo te. 

Sir Szl. Nay, you ſhall do it; come, 'twill get her a 
good Husband. 

Pih. Ay! Pray, good Madam, 1 

Sir Sol. Ah! how eager che Jade i 

L. Sad. I can't tell how to write to any body, but you, 
my Dear. 

Sir Sol. Well! well! I'll dictate then eome, begin 

L. Sad. Lord! this is the oddeſt Fancy! Sies to write. 

Sir Sol. Come, come : Dear Sir; (tor we'll be as loving 
as he for his Ears.) 

Wiſh, No, pray, Madam; 

My Deareſt Anz el. 

L. Sad. Out! you Fool! you muſt not be fo fond.— 
Dear Sir, is very well. | [Vrites, 

Str Sol. Av, ay, ſo 'tis: but theſe young Fillies are for 
ſetting out at the top of their [peed. But prithee, ih 
well, l is thy Loy er? tor the Style of his Letter may 

ſerve for a Countel Wiſh. 


begin, Dear Honey; or, 


mm en 
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Wiſh, Sir, he is but a Butler at preſent; but he's a good 
Schollard, as you may fee by his Hand-writing; and in 
time may come to be a Steward; and then we ſha'n't be 
long without a Coach, Sir, 

L. Sad. Dear Sir, what muſt J write next? 

Sir Sol. Why, Aft fing. | 

Wiſh. Hoping you are in good Health, as I ain at this | 
pr eſent Writing. 

Sir Sol. You Puppy, he'll laugh at you. | 

Wiſh, I'm ſure my Mother us'd to begin all her Let- | Put 
ters ſo. | 

Sir Sol. And thou art every Inch of thee her own | — 

Daughter, that I'll ſay tor thee. | 

L. Sad. Come, I haye don't. [Reads] © Dear Sir, e it 


“ muſt have very <p" Js that is inſenſible of your: | 
Sir Sol. Very well, th! Write all yourſelf, | 
Wiſh, Ay! good iy do; that's better than mine | be 

Bur pray, Dear Madam, let it end with, “ So I reſt you 


« Jearett ! loving Friend: 'til! Death us depart. | 
L. Sid. This abſurd Slut wil! make laugh out. [Aae 
Sir Sol. But hark you, Huſſy; ſuppoſe now you ſhou's 


ve a little ſcornful and inſolent, to ſhew your Breeding Th {eq 
and a little ill-natur'd in it to ſhow vour Wit. | 
We Av, Sir, that 15, if 1 deſign'd him tor my Go! no 


lant: But fince he is ro be but my Husband, I muſt b 
very good-natur'd, and civil, before I have him; and hut 
him, and ſhevy my Wir after, 


Sir Sel, Here's a Jade for you! { Aſide} But why mul: m- 
you huff your Husband, Huſly 7 ore 
Wiſh. O! Sir, that's to give him a good Opinion of my | ye 


Virtue: for you know, Sir, a Husband can't think on, 
cou'd be ſo very domineering ,if one were not very honeſt 
Sir Sol. *Sbud! this Fool, on my Conſcience, ſpeaks th 
Senſe of the whole Sex. [Alle. | 
ih. Then, Sir, 1 have been told, that a Husband 
ves one the derter. tie more one hectors him, as a Spa- 
niel does the more ge beats him. 
Sir Sol. Ha! thy Husband will have a bleffed time on't } 
Ae d. So; I nave done. 


Vi, O pray, Madam, rea it. 


ſt b. 


| hut} 
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L. Sad. (Reads) © Dear Sir. ſhe muſt have very 
* little Merit, that is inſenſible of yours; 
«« and while you continue to love, and tell 
« me ſo, expect whatever you can hope 
« from ſo much Wit, and ſuch unteign'd 
« Sincerity. At the hour you mention, 
vou will be truly welcome to your paſ⸗ 
« fionate 
Viſh. Oh! Madam, it is not half kind enough; pray, 


put in ſome more Dears. 


Sir Sol. Ay! ay! ſweeten it well let it be all Syrup, 
with a Pox to her. 

Wiſh. Every Line ſhowd have Dear Sweet Sir in it; fo 
it ſhou'd. He'll think I don't love him elſe. 

Sir Sol. Poor Moppet ! 

L. Saad. No! no! 'tis better now. Well, what muft 
be at the bottom, to anſwer Srrephon 7 

Sir Sol. Pray, let her Divine Ladyſhip ſian, — Abigail. 

Wiſh. No; pray, Madam, put down Liſpamintha, 

Sir Sol. Liſpamintha 21 

L. Sad. No, come — I'll write Celia. Here, go in, and 
ſeal it. 

Sir Sol. Ay, come! I'll lend you a Wafer, that he may 
not wait for your Divinityſhip. 

Wiſh. Pſhah! you always flout one fo, Ereunt 

Sir Solomon and Lell. 

L. Sad. So! this is luckily over... Well! 1 e's wv O- 
man ſhou'd never be diſcourag 'd 3 coming off at the 
greateſt Plunge : For tho' i w as half dead with the Fright, 
yet now Ian a little recover'd, I find 


That Apprehen/ion does the Bliſs erdear, 
The real Danrzer's nothins to the Tear, 


— 
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A SIR 
Þ |} 
+ | 


Ar ft 
L 
fo 
C E N E, CLir Solomon's. {i 
A 
Enter Lady Sadiife, Atall, and Wiſhwell, with Light, by 
L. Sad. HIS Room, I think, is pleaſanter; it von de 
pleaſe, we 1] {it here, Sir—#iſpwwell, ſnu m 
the Door, and take the Key o''th' in- ſide, and ſet Chair: 
IWijſh, Yes, Madam, - nd 
I. Sad. Lard! Sir, what a ſtrange Opinion you mut th 
have of me, for receiving your Viſits upon ſo ſlender uf v 
Acquaintance, m 
At. I have a much ſtranger Opinion, Madam, of ye w 
ordering your Servant to lock herſelf in with us. to 
0 I. Sæa. O! you wou'd not haye us wait upon ow} m 
p nd 4 At 
| Really, Madam, I can't conceive, that two Loven f 
| Moy have much occaſion tor Attendance. [They f. fa 
1 L. Sad. Lovers! Lara! how you talk! Can't Peopl: | ſh 
* converſe without that Stuff! 1 
h At, Um!—yes, Madam, People may; but withou: il 
þ little of that Stuff, Converſation is generally very apt to] vi 
be inſi pid. th 
L. Sad. Pooh! why we can ſay any thing without he 
hearing, Jou ſee. by 
At. Ay! but if we ſhou'd talk ourſelves up to an of a 
caſion of being without her, it wou'd look worſe to fes Ve 
her out, than to have let her wait without, when be 
Was Out, th 
L. Sad. You are pretty hard to pleaſe, I find, Sir; fon: 


Men, I believe, wou'd think themſelves well us J, in ſ. 
free a Reception as your's, 

At. Bah! 1 fee this is like to come to nothing s ve 
time; 10 I'll ey'n put her out of humour, that I may get] ta 
off in time to my Incognizta, (Alide) Really, Madam, 
can never think mylelt free, waere my Hands and ni 
Tongue are ty d. | Pointing to W iſhwell. 

L. Sad. 
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L. Sad. Your Converſation, I find, is very different 
from what it was, Sir, 

At, With Submiſſion, Madam, I think it very proper 
for the Place we are in, If you had ſent for me, only to 
lip Tea, to (it (till and be civil, with my Hat under my 
Arm, like a ſtrange Relation from Ireland, or ſo ; why 
was I brought hither with ſo much Caution and Privacy ? 

L. Sad. Suppoſe I had a favourable Thought of you; 
does that give you a Title to treat me, as if it was not in 


my Power to refuſe you any thing. 


At. Come, Madam, I'll be plain with you tl wou'd 
not have you think me ignorant of all the tendereſt Forms 
that ought to approach a Lady's Favours; but when a 
Woman breaks the ſeeming Promiſe of her Eyes, with 
me ſhe loſes all pretence to'em, (Your Woman's being 
with us, is ridiculous ;) 1 had a Lover's honeſt Reaſon, 
to expect you here alone; but fhe that thinks to make 
me dance Attendance to her Pride, to fit at a diſtance, 
and tamely talk myſelf to a ſubmiſſive Flame for her, while 
the, with Eyes inſenſible, receives it, and ev'n (wells her 
ſated Vanity, to a deſpiling of her eaſy Conqueſt, before 
the enjoys it; let me tell you, Madam, in very conciſe 
Terms, that Woman —is moſt conſumedly miſtaken. 

L. Sad, You have a very a odd way of treating People, 
rou Men are the ſtrangeſt Creatures! Is there no ſuch 
ching as Patience in your Compoſition? 

At. O! yes, Madam, abundance; for, if you pleaſe 
but to order Madamoiſelle to get the Tea ready, to boi! it 
a great while, and ſtay till tis done, you ſhall © nd, 1 can 
yet change the Air of my Approaches. 

L. Sad. I don't know how to make her do any ſuca 
ting, not I, Lard! She knows, I have had Tea juſt now. 
At, I have not; and fo your humble Servant, Madain. 

L. Sad. Hold! 

At. Really, Madam, my Stomach won't ſtay; and, it 
Your Ladyſnip's Tea is not ready, 1 muft beg Leave to 
take a Diſh at the Coffee-houſe. [As he is going, Sir 

Solomon knocks ar the door. 

Wiſh. O Heavens! my Maſter, Madam. 

Sir Sol. Open the Door there, (within, ) 

C 


L. Sad 
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L. Sad. What ſhall we do? 

At. Nothing now, I'm fure, 

L. Sad. Open the Door, and ſay, the Gentleman cams 
0 yOu. 

7/1. O lud! Madam. 1 ſhall never be able to manage 
at fo ſhort a warning. We had better Mute the Gentleman 
into the Cloſet and {ay he came to no body at all. 

L. Sad. In! in then, for Mercy's ſake, quickly, Sir, 

At. Soh! this is like to be a very pretty buſineſs! O5 
Sacceſs! and Impudence! thou haſt au: te forſaken me. 

[ Fnters the Cloſer, 

Wiſh, Do vou ſtep into your BRed- Chamber, Madan! 
and leave my Maſter to me. {Ez Laay $ Sadlife. Wilt 

opens the Door, &c. 
Euter Sy Solomon, 

Sir Sol. What's the Reaſon, Miſtreſs, I am to be locke 
out of my Wife's Apartment ? 

Wh. Sir, my Lady was waſhing her—hereNeck, Sit 
and i cou'd not come any ſooner 

Sir Sol. I am ſure ] heard a Man' s Voice, (Alide) Bid 
your Lady come hither.— He muſt be hereabouts; 'tis ſo' 
all's out, all's over now: The Devil has done his worſt, 
and I am a Cuckold in ſpite of my Wiſdom. Zbud! now 
an Italian wou'd 1 oiton hls Witefor this; a Sauird wou'd 
ſtab her, and a Ju wou'd cut oft her Head with his Sci. 
mitar ; bat a a poor Dog of an Engl; Cuckold now, can 
only {quavble, and call Names. —Hold! here ſhe come: 
I muſt ſmother my Jealouſy, that her Guilt mayn't be up 
on its guard, Enter Lady Sadlife and Wiſkwe!! 

Sir Sol. My Dear! how do you do? Come hitter, and 
kiſs me, 

L. Sad. I did not expect you home ſo ſoon, my Dea; 

Sir Sol. Poor Rogue. don't beleve von did— with 4 
Pox to you. ( . WWiixwe!!, go down, I have bu. 
ſineſs with your Lady, 


+ T*)]! 


Wiſh. Yes, Sir, but! vr atch you: for I am afraidth! 
good Humour has miſtchief at the bottom of 1 It. —| Retires, 
L. Sad. I ſcarce know whether he's jealous, or not. 
0 r Sal. Now, dare not I go near that Cloſa-door, lelt 
muctherous Dog ſhon'd pol; e a hole in my Guts tl: va 
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the Key. hole. Um l have an odd Thought in my Head 

—ay ! and that will diſcover the whole bottom of her Af. 
fair. "Tis better to ſeem not to know one's Diſhonour, 
when one has not Courage enough to revenge it. 

L. Sad. I don't like his Looks, methinks. 

Sir Sol. Odſo! what have I forgot now_Prithee, my 
Dear, ſtep into my Study, (for I am ſo weary!) and in 
the uppermoſt Parcel of Letters, you'll find one that I re- 
ceived from Yorkſhire to dav, in the Scrutoire; bring it 
down, and ſome Paper; Ll will anſwer it while! think on't. 

L. Sad. If you pleaſe to lend me your ny ps had 
not you better write in your Study, my Dear! 

Sir Sol. No! no! 1 tell you, I am ſo tir d, I am not 
20'e to wall There! make 3 

L. Su d. W ou'd all were well over, e Lady Sadliſe. 

Sir Sol. A. is ſo! by her Eagerneſs to barid of me. Well, 
ſince I find I dare not behave myſelf like a Man of Honour 
in this Buſineſs, 1'!! atleaſt act like a Perſon of Prudence, 
and Penetration: Fur lay, I ſhou'd clap a Brace of Slugs 
now into the very Bowels of this Raſcal, it may hang me ; 
but if it does not, it can't divorce me no, D' evin put 
out the Candles, and in a ſoft, gente, Whore's Voice, 
d:41re tlie Gentleman to walk about his Buſtneſs; and it 
I can get lim out beſore my Wite returns, I'll faicly poſt 
my ſelf in his room; and ſo, when ſhe comss to fer him 
2t liberty, in the dark, 11] U zumour the Cheat, ti 1 draw 
ber into ſome caſual "op eſlion of the Fact; and then this 
'njur'd Front ſnall bounce upon her, hke a Thi underbolt. 

| Puts out the Candles, 
(Behiud.) Say you fo, Sir, ! 11 take care my La- 
ay ſhall be prov ided tor you. Exit. 

Sir Sol. Hit! Hiſt! Sir! Sir! 

Euter Atall fr on the (l. et. 

At. Is ail clear? may I venture, Madam 
dir Sol. Ay! ay! quick! quick! make haſte belore Sir So- 
lomon retur 85 A ſtrait-back'd Dog, 1 warrant him. (Aue.) 
But when {ail 1 ſee vau again? 


At, Whenever you ; promiſe me to make a better uſe 
of an Op DO! ! un ity. 


7766 
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Sir Sol. Ha! then 'tis poſſible he mayn't yet have put the 
finiſhing Stroke to me. 

At. Is this the Door ? 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! away! (Exit.) Sob! now the danger 
of being murther'd is over; 1 find my Courage returns: 
And if I catch my Wife but inclining to be no better than 
ſhe ſhou'd be, I'm not ſure that Blood won't be the 
conſequence. He goes into the Cloſer, and 

Wiſhwell enters, 

1/i. Soh! my Lady has her Cue; and it my wiſe Ma. 
ſter can give her no better Proofs of his Penetration thar 
this, the'd be a greater Fon than he, it ſhe ſhou'd not do 
what ſhe has a mind to. r! Sir! Come ! you may come 
out now, Sir Solomon's es 

Enter Sir Solomon from the Cloſet. 

Sir Sol. So! now for a ſoft Speech, to ſet her impuden! 
Blood in a Ferment, and then let it out with my Penknite 
( Aſide.) Come, dear Creature, now let's make the kind- 
eſt uſe of our Opportunity, 


Wiſh. Not for the World! if Sir Solomon ſhou'd come 


again, 1 ſhou'd be ruin'd 
to you to morrow, 

Sir Sol. Nay, now vou love me not. Mou wou'd no! 
let me part elle thus unſatisfied. 

Il iſh, Now you're unkind, You know I love vou, 0! 
1 ſhou'd not run ſuch Hazards for you, 

Sir Sol. Fond Whore! (Made.) But I'm afraid you love 
Sir Solomon, and lay up all your Tenderneſs tor him. 

With, O ridiculous! How can ſo ſad a Wretch give V0! 
the leaſt uneaty Thought! 1 Joath the very { ſight of him. 

Sir Sel. Damn'd internal Strumpet I can bear no lor 
Ter Lights! Lwhts! within there, [Serves he: 

Wiſh. Ah! (S$hrieke,) Who's this, help! Murther ! 

Sir Sol. No, Traytrels, don't think to *\cape me; fe 
now I've trapt thee in thy Guilt, 1 cou'd find in my hea!” 
to have thee flea'd alive, thy Skin itutt 'd, and hung Ui) 
in the middle of Gr//4-Hall, as a terrible C onſequence 
Cuckoldom to the whole City Lights there! 

Enter Lady Sadliſe hit a Lg. 
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L. Sad. O Heavens! What's the matter! (Sir Solomon 
looks afloniſi”a) Ha! what do I fee! my Servant on the 
Floor, and Sir Solomon offering Rudeneſs to her! Oh! I 
can't bear it! oh! 1 [Falls into a Chair, 

Sir Sol. What has the Devil been doing here? 

L. Sad. This the Reward of all my Vircue! O Revenge! 
Revenge! 

Sir Sol. My Dear! my good, virtuous, injur'd Dear, be 
patient; for here has been ſuch wicked doings 

L. San. O Torture! do you own it too! 'tis well my 


Love protects you but for this Wreich! this Monſter ! 


this Sword fhail do me Jaſtice on her, [Runs at Willi. 
with Sir Sulomon's Sword, 
Sir Sol. O hold! my poor miftaken Dear ! This hor- 
rid Jade (the Gods can tell) is innocent for me; but ſhe 
had, it ſeems, a ſtrong Dog in the Cloſet here; which J 
ſulpecting, put myſelt into his place, and had almoſt trapt 
her in the very impudence of her Iniquity. 
L. Sad, How! I'm glad to find tie dares not own 
'twas his Jealouſy of m. [ Aſrde, 
Wiſh, (Kneeling.) Dear Madam, I hope your Lady ſhip 
will pardon the Liberty I took in your Abſence, in bring- 
ing my Lover into your Ladyſhip's Chamber; but I did 
not think you wou'd come home from Prayers ſo ſoon, 
and ſo I was forc'd to hide him in that Cloſet; but my 
Maſter, ſuſpecting the Buſineſs it ſeems, turn'd him out 
unknown to me, and then put himſelf there, and ſo hada 
mind to diſcover whether there was any harm berween us, 
and ſo becauſe he fancy'd I had been naught with him... 
Str Sol. Ay, my Dear, and the Jade was fo confoundedly 
fond of me, that 1 grew out of all Patience, and fel! up- 
on her like a Fury. 
L Sad. Horrid Creature, and does the think to ſtay a 
Minute in the Family after ſv much Impudence! 
Sir Sol. Hold, my Dear for if this fhou'd be the 
Man that is to marry her ye know there may be no 
arm done yer. 
Wiſh, Yes, it was he indeed, Madam. 
Sir Sol. (Aſide) J muſt not let the Jade be turn'd away 
tor fear ſhe ſhou'd put it in my Wife s Head, that I hid my 
C 3 felt 
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ſelf to diſcover her Lady ſhip, and then the Devil not h. 
able o live in the Houſe with her. 
111 Nov, Sir, you know, what I can tell of you. 
[ Aras to Sir So. 
Sir Scl. Mum! it's a good Girl! there's a Guinea fc; 
You, { Aſzate 
L. Sad, V'ell, upon your Interceſſion, my Dear, 1“ 
p:rJon her this Fault: But pray, Miſtreſs, let me hear 05 
10 more ſuch doings, I am ſo do diſorder'd with t“ 
Fri. It fetch my Prayer- -Book, I'll endeavour to con 
poſe mytelt. Exit Lady Sadlife. 
Sir Sol. Ay, do ſo! that's my good Dear What two 
bleſled E capes have I had! to find myſelf no Cuckold a 
jaſt, and (wiich had been equally terrible) my Wife nc: 
know 1 wrongfully ſuſp* &ed her—well! at length I am 
fully convinc'd of her Virtuc._and now if 1 can but cut 
off the abominable Expence, that attends ſome of her im- 
pertinent Acquaintance, I ſhall ſhew my ſelf a Machiavel, 
Re-enter Wiſhwell. 
ie. Sir, here's my Lady Dainty come to wait upon 
my Lady. 
Sir Sol. I'm ſorry for't with all my Heart—why did yon 
ſay ſhe was within. 
"Wiſh. Sir, ſhe did not ask if ſhe was; but ſhe's never 
deny q to her. 
Sir Sol. Gad ſo! why then if you pleaſe to leave her Ls. 
dy ſnip to me, I' begin with her now. 
Wiawell brings in Lady Dainty, 
L. D. Sir S$:{omon, your very humble Servant, 
Sir Sol. O yours, yours, Madam. 
L. D. Where's my Lady? 
Sir Sol. Where your Lady ſhip very ſeldom ic —at Pravess. 
L. D. Huh! huh! you keep your old Humour {ti!! ! 
ſee, of endeavouriug to ſpeak. home Truths; but I think 
you commonly gueſs wrong: For you muſt know, tht 
I have bought me the prettieſt Atlas Cuſhions with Gl 
Taſſels on purpoſe to kneel upon. 
Sir Sol. Not unlikely, Madam; you fine Ladies have 1 
great many fine things, that you never uſe tor I don 
remember 
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remember I have ſeen you, or your Cuſhions at Church 
theſe three Weeks, ö 

I. D. Never miſs, never miſs, if 1 am in any ſort of 
condition to, huh, huh, endure the Air: Tho' indeed a 
Sunday is very apt to give one the Spleen, or the Vapours 
—out if I am nut there myſelt, 1 conſtantly fend my 
W oman to fee how the Faſhions alter. 

Sir Sol, 1 cry your Mercy, Madam, I did not know that 
that was your Mode- Marker: Day betore, 

L. D. Sir, tae greateſt Diſtinct on of People of Mali: 
is, that they make every thing eaiy to 'em. 

Sir Sol. Yes, ves, being in the Mode tee, will let one 
into notable Privileges, 

Euter Lady Sac ile, 

L. Sad. My dear Lady Daintz 

L. D. Dear Madam, 1 am thc happieft Perſon alive in 
finding your Ladyfſhip at home. 

Sir 2] So! Now for a Torrent of lmpertinence. 

L. Sad, Your Lady ſhip does me a great deal of Honour, 

L. D. I am ſure Ido myſel! a great deal oi Pleaſure; I 
have made at leaſt twenty Viſits to day, and not above 
fiye of em were at home; and meeting with a reaſonable 
Creature at laft, is like the pleaſure of unlacing, after be- 
ing ſqueez'd up in a (trait pair of Stays at a Birthday, 

L. Sad. Some Viſits are indeed ſtrangely fatiguing. 

L. D. O! I'm quite dead! not but my Coach is very 
eaſy yet ſo much perpetual Motion — you know 

Sir Sol. Ah, Pox of your Diſorder—if 1 had the provi- 
ding your Equipage, ods zooks you ſhou'd rumble to 
your Viſits in a Wheelbarrow. { 4/ide. 

L. Sad. Was you at my Lady Ducheſles ? 

L. D. A little while. 

L. Sud. Had ſhe a great Circle? | 

L. D. Extreme — l was not able to bear the Breath of 
ſo much Company. 

I. Sad, Pray who had you? 

L. D. Every body my Lady Toilet, Lady Patchit, 
Mrs, Peepers, Lady Whitewaſh, Mrs. Laiton, Lady Stein- 
kirk, both the Miſtreſs Favourites, Lady Jumps, and the 
Ducheſs of Fulbala. 


3 L. Sad. 
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L. Sad. You did not dine there? 

L. D. On! I can't touch any Body's Dinner but my 
OWN And I have almoſt kill'd myſelf this Week tor 
want of my uſual Glaſs of Toccay after my Orzolans, and 
Mu ſcouy Duck- Eggs. 

Sir Sol, Zbud, if 1 had the feeding of you, I'd bring you 
tn a Fortnight to Neck-Beef, and a Pot of plain Bub. 

L. D. Then J have been fo ſurfeited with the Sight of 
a hideous City Entertainment to Day at my Lady Core. 
rant's, who knows no other Happineſs, or way of making 
one welcome, than eating, or drinking; I was ready to 


iwoon at the ſight of her Table, being juſt come out of 


me freſh Air. 

L. Sad. Pray how was it fill'd, Madam? 

L. D. At the upper end fat her Lady ſhip, and at each 
Elbow a Daughter, with Arms like 1 freckled 
like Turkey Eggs, and Cheeks like Catherine Pears — 
they were encugh to beat one down With the coarſe Pores 
of their Skin! huh! huh! 

IL. Sad. O! frightful! but pray go on. 

Sir Sol. In my Conſcience, their daily Converſation is 
made up of nothing but impudent fleering at honeſt Peo- 
ple, that don't know as many ways of being foppilhly vi- 
cious, as themſelves, [Alle. 

L. D. At the lower end was an unlick'd thing, ſhe call'd 
Son I ſuppoſe by her firſt Venture, that ſat all the while 
with his Mouth gaping wide, not having from Nature, Wit 
enough to fetch his Breath through his Nole, 

Le Sad. Ha! ha! 

L. D. The Table, or rather Larder, was fill'd with Hams, 
Roafted Pullets, and Turkey Pies, with a great CG 
Cheeſe in the middle, that rival'd every one in Bulk bu: 
her Ladyſhip; and a large Tankard of ſtrong Beer Nut- 
meg and Sugar, enough to tuddle a Grand. Jury, or cart; 
an Intereſt at an Election. 

L. Sad, A true Engliſh homebred Family, 

L. D. In every Circumſtance: For tho' ſhe ſav I was juit 
fainting at her vait Limbs of Butchers Meat yet the CY! 
Savage forc'd me to ſit down, and heap'd enough upon m 
Plate to victual a Fleet for an Eaſt India Voyage. 

J. Sad. How cou'd you bear ic? Ma! ha! 
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Sir Sol. Zbud! I han't Patience Pray, Madam, 
is it among the Rules of your this End of the Town 
Ereeding, to laugh at your Friends for making you hear- 
tily welcome ? 

L. D. Sir Solomon! 'tis impoſſible to fee the Titles of 
Quality join'd with ſuch Mob Diſpoſitions, without ea- 
ſing one's Spleen a little: and nothing diſtinguſhes the 
Commons ſo much as their groſs Feeding: I never 
knew a Plebeian, that had not an odious vaſt Stomach 
huh! huh! 

Sir Sol. Your Ladyſhip knows the Elegance of Life, 

L. Sad. Does your Ladyſhip never go to the Play ? 

L. D. Never, but when I beſpeak it my ſelt, and then 
not to mind the Actors; for it's common to love Sights: 
My great diverſion is in a repos'd Poſture, to turn my 
Eyes upon the Galleries, and bleſs my felt to hear the 
happy Savages laugh or when an awkard Citizen 
crowds herſelf in among us 'tis an unſpeakable Plea- 
ſure to contemplate her Airs and Dreſs. — And they ne- 
ver ſcape me for 1 am as apprehenſive of ſuch a 
Creature's coming near me, as ſome People are when a 
Cat is in the Room. — but the Play is begun I believe, 
and it your Lady ſnip has an Inclination I'll wait upon 
you, 

L. Sad, I think, Madam, we can't do better, and here 
comes Mr, Cavele/*, moſt opportunely to *Squire us 

Sir Sol. Careleſs! 1 don't know him, but my Wife 
does, and that's as well! 

Enter Careleſs, 

Car, Ladies, your Servant ſeeing your Coach at 
the Door, Madam, made me not able to reſiſt this Op- 
portunity to to .ou know, Madam, there's 
no time to be loſt in Love. Sir Sclouen, your Servant. 

Sir Sol. O yours! yours Sir! A very impudent Fellow, 
and l'm in hopes will marry her. [ 4//de, 

L. D. The Allurance of this Creature almoſt grows di- 
Yerting; all one can do can't make him the leaſt ſenſible 
of a Diſcomayement, 

L. Sad. Try what Compliance will do, perhaps, that 


may tright him ? L-D-16 
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L. D. If it were not too dear a Remedy—one wou! 
almoſt do any thing to get rid of his Company. 

Car. Which you never will, Madam, 'till you mary me, 
depend upon't: Do that, and 1'Il trouble you no more. 

Sir Scl. This Fellow's abominable ! Hel! certainly bave 
her, Aſide. 

L. D. There's no depending upon your Word, or elfe 
I might: for the laſt time I ſaw yon, you told me then 
70u wou'd trouble me no more, ; 

Car. Ay, that's true, Madam, but to keep one's Wor 
you know looks like a Tradeſman, 

Sir Sol. Impudent Rogue! but he'll have her. {ſcat 

Car. And is as much below a Gentleman, as paying 
one's Debts. 

Sir Sl. If he is not hang'd firſt Af, 

Car, Beſides, Madam, I confider'd that my Abſenc- 
might endanger your Conſtitution, which is ſo very ten 
der, that nothing but Love can ſave it, and ſo I won 


eien adviſe you to throw away your Juleps, your Cur 


dials, and Slops, and take me all at once. 

L. D. No, Sir, bitter Potions are not to be taken . 
fidden]y. 

Car. Oh! to chooſe Madam, for if you ſtand making 
of Faces, and kecking againft it, you'll but increaſe 
your Averſion, and delay the Cure. Come, come, you 
muft be advis'd, | Preſſing Be" 

L. D. What mean you, Sir? 

Car. To baniſh all your Ails, and be myſelf you: 
univerial Medicine. 

Sir Sol. Well faid! heli have her. 

L. D. Impudent robuſt Man! J proteſt did not I know 
his Family, 1 ſhou'd think his Parents had not liv'd in 
Chairs and Coaches, but had us'd their Linibs all thei 
Lives! Huh! huh! but J begin to be perſwaded Health 
is a great Bleſſing. ; [ 4ſeae. 

Car. My Limbs, Madam, were convey'd to me from 
before the uſe of Chairs and Coaches, and it might leſ- 
ſen the Dignity of my Anceſtors, not to uſe them as they 


did: 
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L. D. Was ever ſuch a rude Underitanding ? to value 
himſelf upon the Barbariſm ot his Fore-Fathers..-In- 
deed I have heard of Kings that were bred to the Plough, 
aad I fancy you might deſcend from fuch a Race: for 
you court as if you were behind one—Huk! huh! huh? 
To treat a Woman of Quality !ixe an Exchange Wench, 
and exprefs your Paſſion with your Arms, unpoliſk't 
Man, 

Car, I was willing, Madam, to take from the Vulgar, 
the only deſireable thing among 'em, and ſnew ou 
how they live ſo healtl — they have no other Ne- 
medy. 

L. D. A very rough Medicine! huh! huh! 

Car, To thoſe that never took i it, it may ſeem ſos 

L. D. Abandon'd Raviſher ! Oh! [Struggling , 

Sir Sol. He has her. | 4/ide. 

L. D. Leave the Room, and fee my Face no more, 

Car. | Bows, and is going.) 

L. D. And hack ye, Sir, no Bribes, no Mediations to 
my Woman. 

Car, | Bows and Sighs. j 

I.. D. Thou Profligate! to Hug! to Claſp! to Embrace 
and throw your robuſt Arms about me like a Vulgar, 
and Indelicae! Oh! 1 faint wich Apprelenſion of io 
ow: an Addrets. [She e and Car. catches He. 

*. my oftended Fair 
J. D. Inhuman! Raviſher Oh! 
Sir Sol. He has her! She's 


[Car. carres her . 
undone! he has her. 
F. oy after the 
L. Sad. This is one of the moſt exitravor dinary Love 
xcenes L ever ſaw: I never cou'd fd a Woman's Fan— 
task wou'd run high enough to oppolo ner ſecret I. ꝛcli- 
nation betore : But 1 fancy by this time her Lady! 7 . 
Deli cacy wou'd be glad to compound tor a little = oh 
V algar. * * 
Euter Clarinda ad Sylvin. 
Clar. Well, Coutin, what do vou think 
teman now ? ; 
Sl. I fancy, Madam, that wou'd ve as proper a Que. 


tion to ask you: For really l don t ice any great Rec 


of your Cen 


bon to alter my Opinion ot him vo! — p 
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Clar. Now I could daſh her at once, and ſhew it her 
under his own Hand, that his Name's Standfaſt, and that 
he'll be here in a Quarter of an Hour but let 
her go on a little: Aſide. 

Sd. Pray, Couſin, have you any particular Reaſon to 
be fo cheerful ? 

Clar. You'll pardon me, if I own a little of my Sex's 
Malice, my Dear, For a Woman that won't be convinc'd 
vt the Infidelity of her Lover, when her Friend aſſures 
her of it from her own Knowledge, is to me the moſt 
unfortunate Figure in Nature! Ha! ha! ha! 

Sy. I have two or three Lines in my Pocket, that 
wou'd ſtrangely damp this Pertneſs; but I rather think 
n affected, and won't ſhew it till 1 am ſure [Aae 
Methinks, Couſin, we need not either of us give our ſelves 
any of theſe violent Airs: For I fancy the Gentleman's 
next Appearance will extreamly take down the Vanity of 
one of us, 

Clar. Ha! ha! Ay! ay! That it will I'm poſitive. 

yl. You mult certainly be deceiv'd into ſome fecret 
Realon tor your being ſo very poſitive. 

la. Deceiv'd Madam! If 1 had no reaſon but what's 
writ in my Face, 1 fancy, with ſubmiſſion io your Lady- 
Mip's Beauty, that alone might juſtiflte my Confidence. 

H. Your Face! And have you really no better 

Security? 


Clar, Better, Ha! ha“ Yes, yes: I have a better, Ma- 


dam, I have your Face.—look but in the honeſt Glaſs, and 
tell me what 1 ſhou'd be afraid on? Ha! ha! ha! 

Sl. No, Madam, 1 need not do that, 1 remembet 
envugh of my Face, to know it is not in any one Charni 
like yours Thanks to indulgent Nature, 

Lifting up her Hands and Eye, 

Clay, Really, Couſin, you have one Quality 1 envy 
vou: For to be extravagantly vain, is certainly the firſt 
State of Happineſs, 

Syl. Really I think ſo too, and therefore won't unde. 
ceive your Vanity, becauſe *rwou'd be giving my Friend 
00 barbarous a Mortification. 

Clar. Well! we are ſtrangely good natur'd: For let 
me die, Child, if I have not juſt the ſame Tenderne's 
tor youu. $11, 
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Syl. Lard ! what ſhall we do to requite one another ? 
Clar. I vow I don't think I ought to refuſe you an 
Service in my Power; therefore if you think it work 
your while not to be out of Countenance when the Co- 
lonel comes, I wou'd adviſe you to withdraw now; for 
if you dare take his own Word for it, he will be here in 
three Minutes, as this may convince you, [Give A Leter, 

Hl. What's here? a Letter from Colonel Standfaſi.Q 
really, Couſin, I have nothing to ſay to him Mr. Free- 
man's the Perſon I'm concern'd for, and I expect to ſee 
kim here in a Quarter of an Hour, 

Cla. Then you don't believe them both the ſame Per- 
{on ? 

9“. Not by their Hands or Style I can aſſure you, as 
this may convince you, [Gives A Leiter, 

Clar. Ha! The Hand is different indeed I ſcarce 
know what to think: and yet I'm ſure my Eyes were 
not deceiv'd. 

Hl. Come, Couſin, let's be a little cooler, tis not im- 
poſſible but we may have both laugh'd at one another to 
ra pur poſe- for 1 am confident they are two Per- 
Ons. 


Clar, I can't tell that, but I'm ſure here comes one of 
"em, 


Enter Atall as Col. Standfaſt. 

Sl. Ha! 

At. Hey! Bombard, (there they are Faith!) bid the 
Chariot ſet up, and call again about One or Two in the 
Morning You ſee, Madam, what 'tis to give an 
impudent Fellow the leaſt Encouragement : I'm reſoly*d 
to make a Night on't with you, | 

Clar. I am afraid, Colonel, we ſhall have much ado to 
be good Company, for we are two Women to one Mau 
you ſee, and it we ſhou'd both have a Fancy to have 
you particular, I doubt you'd make but bungling Work 
on't, 

At, 1 warrant you we will paſs our time like Gods: 
two Ladies to one Man; the prettieſt ſet for Ombre in 
the Univerſe Come! come! Cards! Cards! Cards! 
and Tea, that J inſiſt upon. 


Clair, Well, 
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Clay, Well, Sir, it my Couſin will make one, I won 
baulk your good Humour, Turning Syl, to Face him 

At. Is the Lady your Relation, Madam el beg the 
Honour to be known to her ? 

Clar. O Sir! that I'm ſure ſhe can't refuſe vou. 
Couſin, this is Col. Sranfaſt : [Lavghs Aſide.] I hope now 
ſhe's convinc'd, 

At. Your Pardon, Madam, if I am a little particula! 
tn my defire to be known to any of this Lady's Rela. 
tions. | Salute 

Sy]. You'll certainly deferve mine, Sir, by being always 

articular to that Lady 

At, Oh! Madam, Tall! lall. [ Turus away and Sing: 

Syl. This Aſſurance is beyond Example. [ Aſide 

Clar. How do you do, Coulin? 

Sz1, Beyond bearing but not incurable. [Alle 

Ciar. Now can't I find in my Heart to give him one 
angry Word for his Impudence to me this Morning, th: 
Pleafure of ſeeing my Rival mortified, makes me ftrange- 
ly. good natur'd. | 

At. (Turing Familiarly to Clar.] Upon my Soul you 
are provokingly handſome to day. Ay Gad! why is no: 
it High Trealon for any beantiful Woman to marry? 

Clar, What, wou'd you have us all lead Apes? 

Ac. Not one of you, by all that's lovely. do yo: 
think we cou'd not find you bettet Employment? Death 
what a Hand is here? Gad! I ſhall grow tooliſh' 

Clar. Stick to your Aſſurance, and you are in no Dan- 
ger. 

At. Why, then in Obedience to vour Commands, pri- 
thee anſwer me tincerely one Queſtion? How long dv 
you really defign to make me dangle thus? 

Clar. Why really 1 can't juſt fet you a Time: but 
when you are a weary of your Seryice, come to me 
with'a Six-Pence and Modeſty, and 1'l] give you a Dif- 
charge. | 

At. Thou Inſolent, provoking, handſome Tyrant. 

Clar, Come! let me go - this is not a very iy! 
way of entertaining my Coulin, methinks, 
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At. I beg her Pardon indeed | Bow7#ng to Syl.] But Lo- 
vers you know, Madam, may plead a ſort of excuſe for 
being ſingular when the favourite Fair's in Company 
But we were talking of Cards, Ladies. 

Clar. Couſin, what fay you? 

Y. I had rather you wou'd excuſe me, I am a little 
untit for Play at this time. 

At, What a valuable Virtue is Aſſurance! Now am I 


as intrepid as a Lawyer at the Bar. [Aſids. 
Clar, Bleſs me! You are not well: 
Sy. I ſhall be preſently Pray, Sir, give me 


cave to ask vou a Queſtion ? 
4 

At. So! Now it's a coming. [Aae] Freely, Madam, 

S)!. Look on me well: Have you never ſeen my Face 
before ? 

At, Upon my Word, Madam, I can't recollect that J 
have. 

Sy]. I'm ſatisfied. 

At, But pray, Madam, why may you ask? 

Sy, I'm too much diſorder'd now to tell you 
fi I'm not deceiv'd, I'm miſerable, 

At, This is ſtrange 
me? 

Clar, Her Fears have touch'd me, and half perſwade 
me to revenge 'em Come, Coufin, be eaſie, 1 
ſee you are convinc'd he is the fame, and now I'll proye 
my ſelf a Friend. | | 

Szl. I know not what to think my Senſes are con- 
founded: Their Features are indeed the fame; and yet 
there's ſomething in their Air, their Dreſs and Manner, 
ſtrangely different: But be it as it will, all Right to him 
in preſence I diſclaim, and yield to you for ever. 

At. O Charming! Joytul Grief, [Alle. 

Clar. No, Coulin, believe it, both our Senſes cannot 
be deceiy'd, he's individually the ſame: And ſince he 
dares be baſe to you, he's miſerable indeed, if flatter'd 
with a diſtant Hope of me: I know his Perſon and his 
Falſhood both too well; and rou ſhall ſee, will, as be- 
comes your Friend, reſent it. 


Bur 
| Jeeps, 
How her Concern tranſports 


At, Wins 
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At. What means this ſtrangeneſs Madam ? 

Clar, I'Il tell you, Sir, and to uſe few Words, know 
then, this Lady and myſelt have born your faithleſs 
Infolence and Artifice too long: But that you may not 
think to impoſe on me, at leaſt, 1 deſire you wou'd Fr 
the Houſe, and from this moment never ſee me more, 

At, Madam! What! what is all this? Riddle me 
Riddle me Re, 

For the Devil take me, 
For ever from thee, 
If I can divine what this Riddle can be! 

Syl. Not mov'd, I'm more amaz'd. 

At. Pray Madam, in the Name of common Senſe, let 
me know in two Words, what the real meaning of your 
laſt terrible Speech was, and if I don't make you a plain, 
honeſt, reaſonable Anſwer to it, be pleas'd the next Mi- 
nute to blot my Name out of your Table-Book, never 
more to be enroll'd in the ſenſeleſs Catalogue of thoſe 
vain Coxcombs, that impudently hope to come into you: 
Fayour, : 

Clar, This Infolence grows tedious: What End can 
you propoſe by this Aflurance? 

As, Hey day! 

Sy. Hold, Couſin one Moment's patience, I'll 
ſend this Minute again to Mr, Freeman, and if he does 
not immediately appear, the Diſpute will need no farther 
Argument. 

At. Mr. Freeman! who the Devil's he? what have 1 
to do with him! 

Syl. I'll ſoon inform you, Sir, 

Going, meets Wiſhwell entring, 

Wiſh, Madam, here's a Footman mightily out of Breath, 
ſays he belongs to Mr. Freeman, and defires very earneſt— 
ly to ſpeak with you. 

Syd. Mr. Freeman! Pray bid him come in——hat 
can this mean ? 


At. You'll fee preſently. Hate. 
Re- enter Wiſhwell it Finder. 
Clar. Ha! 
Sy, Come hither, Friend, do you belong to Mr. Free- 
man Fin, Yes 
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Fin. Ves, Madam, and my poor Maſter gives his hum- 
ble Service to your Ladyſhip, and begs your Pardon for 
not waiting on you according to his Promiſe : which 
he would certainly have done, but for an unfortunate 
Aceident. 

Sl. What's the matter. 

Fin. As he was coming out of his Lodgings to pay his 
Duty to you, Madam, a parcel of Fellows ſet upon him, 
and ſaid they had a Warrant againſt him; and ſo, becauſe 
the Raſcals began to be ſaucy with him, and my Maſter 
knowing he did not owe a Shilling in the World, he drew 
to defend himſelf, and in the Scuffle, the bloody Villains 
ran one of their Swords quite through his Arm: but the 
beſt of the Jeſt was, Madam, that as ſoon as they got 
him into a Houſe, and ſent ſor a Surgeon, he prov'd 10 
be the wrong Perſon, for their Warrant it feems was a- 
um a poor Scoundrel, that happens they ſay to be very 
ike him, one Col, Standfaſt. 

At. Say you ſo, Mr. Dog if your Maſter had 
been here, I wou'd have given him as much, 

[Gives him a Box on the Ear, 

Fin, O Lord! Pray, Madam, ſave mel did not 
ſpeak a Word to the Gentleman. O the Devil! 
this muſt be the Devil in the Likeneſs of my Maſter 2 

Clar. I'm ſtartled? 

H.. Is this Gentleman ſo very like him, ſay you? 

Fin. Like, Madam? ay, as one Box of the Ear is to a- 
nother, only I think, Madam, my Maſter's Noſe is a lit- 
tle little higher, 

At, Now, Ladies, I prefume the Riddle's foly'd, Hark 
you, where is your Malter, Raſcal? 

F.. Maſter Raſcal! Sir, my Maſter's Name's Freeman, 
and 1 i a Free-vorn Engliſh Man, and I mult tell you, 
Su, tiat { don't uſe to take ſuch Arbitrary Socks of the 
Face from any Man that does not pay me Wages: And ſo 
my Maſter will tell you too, when he comes, Sir. 

Hl. Will he be here then? 

Fin. This Minute, Madam, he only ſtays to have his 
Wound drelt ; 

At. I'm reſolv d I'll ſtay chat Minute out, if he does 
aot come ti! dn ght. Fin, A 
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Fin. A Pox of his Mettle when his Hand's in, he 
makes no difference between Jeſt and Earneſt I find 
It he does not pay me well tor this, *Egad he ſhall tel] 
the next for himſelf. [ Afae.] Has your Ladyſhip any 
Commands to my Maſter: Madam. 

S;1, Yes, pray give him my humble Service, ſay I'm foi 
ry for his Misfortune, and if he thinks 'rwill do his Woun- 
no harm, 1 beg by all means he may be brought hithe 
immediately. 

Fin. Sha! his Wound, Madam, I know he does no! 
value it of a Ruſh; for he'!] have the Devil and all © 
Actions againſt the Rogues, tor falſe Impritonment an, 
ſmart Money Ladies, I kiſs your Hands Sir 
nothing at al} Exit 

At. | Afae.) The Dog has done it rarely; for a Lie up. 
on the ſtretch, I don't know a better Raſcal in Europe. 

Enter an Officer, 

OF. Ay! Now Im ſure I'm right 
Name Col. Srandfaft, Sir? 

At, Yes, Sir, what then ? 

Off. Then you are my Priſoner, r 

At, Your Priſoner, who the Devil ace you? a Baylift? 
I don't owe a Shilling, 

OF. I don't care it you don't, Sir, I have a Warram 
againſt you for High Treaſon, and 1 muſt have you 4 
way this Minute, 

Ar. Look you, Sir, depend upon't, this is but ſome 
impertinent malicious Proſecution: You may venture to 
ſtay a Quarter of an Hour, I'm ſure, 1 have fome Bult- 
neſs here 'till then, that concerns me nearer than my 
111 | 

Clar. Have but ſo much Patience, and I'll ſatisfy you 
for your Civility. 

Off. I cou'd not ſtay a Quarter of an Hour, Madam, 
if you'd give me five hundred Pound, 

9. Can't you take Bail, Sir: 

OF. Bail! no! no! 

Clar, Whither muſt he be carried? 

OF. To my Houſe, 'til he's examin'd before the Council. 

Clar. Where is your Houſe, 

Off. Juſt 


ts not you 


ome 
to 
zuli- 

my 


you 


am, 


\cil, 
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Of. Juſt by the Secretary's Office, every Body knows 
Mr. Lockum the Meſſenger come, Sir. 

At, I can't ſtir yet indeed, Str, 

Lays is Hand on his Sword, 

Off. Navy, look you, if you are for that Play come 
in Gentlemen, away with him, 

Enter Muſqueteers and force him off, 

Syl. This is the ſtrangeſt Accident, I am extreamly 
ſorry for the Colonel's Misfortune, bur I am as heartily 
glad he is not Mr, Freeman. 

Clar, I'm afraid you will find him fo I ſhall never 
change my Opinion of him, tid] I ſee 'em Face to Face. 

Sy/, Well, Couſin, let 'em be two, or one, I'm re- 
ſoly'd to ſtick to Mr. Freeman: For to tell vou he Truth, 
this laſt Spark has too much of the confident Rake in 
him to pleaſe me, but there's a modeſt Sincerity in d' others 
Converſation that's irreſiſtible, 

Clar, For my part, I am almit tir'd with his Imperti— 
nence either way, and cou'd find in my Heart to trouble 
myſelf no more about him; and yet methinks it pro- 
yokes me, to have a Fellow outface my Senſes. 

§yl. Nay, they are ſtrangely like, I own, but yet if 
you obſerve nicely, Mr. Freeman's Features are more 
pale and penſive than the Colonel's. 

Clar, When Mr. Freeman comes, I' be cloſer in my 
Obſervation of him in the mean time let me con- 
ſider what I really propoſe by all this Buſtle I make about 
him: ſuppoſe (which I can never believe) they ſhou'd 
prove two ſeveral Men at laſt, 1 don't find that I'm Fool 
cnough to think of marrying either of 'em: Nor (what- 
ever Airs I give myſelf) am I yet mad enough to do 
worſe with 'em. Well! ſince I don't deſign ta 
come to a cloſe Engagement myſelt then, why ſhou'd 
not I generouſly ſtand out of the way, and make room 
for one that wou'd ? No, I can't do that neither 
I want, methinks, to convict him firſt of being one and 
the ſame Perſon, and then to have him convince my 
Couſin, that he likes me better than her, ay, that 
wou'd do! and to confeſs my Infirmity, I tt] and, (tho! 
don't care this for the Fellow) while ſhe has the Aſ- 
lurauce 
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ſurance to nouriſh the leaſt hope of getting him from me, 
I ſhall never be heartily eaſy, till ſhe's heartily mortity'd, I ha 


f afrae, I. 
Hl. Tou ſeem very much concern'd for the Colonel's I ha 
Misfortune, Coulin, an 


Clar, His Misfortunes ſeldom hold him long, as you Qu 
may ſee; for here he comes. (Euter Atall, as Mr, Freem, I thy 

S.. Bleſs me! Ce 

At, lam ſorry, Madam, I cou'd not be more punctual F ha 
to your obitging Commands: But the Accident that pre- 
vented my coming ſouner, will, 1 hope, now give me a ry, 
pretence to a better welcome than my laſt; for now, Ma- I co 
dam, (te Cla.) your Miſtake's ſet right I preſume, and 1 tis 


hope you won't expect Mr, Freeman to anſwer for all tie de, 


1 
4 
— 
1-38 
r 
b 
: 


N 
3 1 


: 
8 miſcarriages of Col. Sranafaft, | 
5 Clar, Not in the leaſt, Sir: The Colonel's able to an- I i 


ſwer for bimſelf 1 find! ha! ha! ha! an 

At, Was not my Servant with you, Madam? (ro Syl.) of 

Syl. Yes, yes, Sir, he has told us all r 1'Il ſeem to be- ve 

lieve any thing rather than not engage him from ber. | 
0 


r 


WH (Alte.) And lam ſorry you have paid ſo dear for a proof J hit 
3 ot your Innocence: Had you come two Minutes ſooner, at 
0 you wou'd have been as much ſurpriz'd as we; for the I spe 
J. Colonel, that ſtrange Image of you, was here. 
At. O dear Madam, Why wou'd you part with him, 
| when I had ſent you word 13 I wou'd be with you Co 
14 as ſoon as my Wound was dreſs'd. Ino 
Rf Hl. Twas not in our power to keep him, Sir, for it Ine 
4 ſeems the ſame Officer that miſtook you for him, purſu'd J 50 
q him hither, and hurried him away to Priſon, 151 
2 At. I'd give the World methinks to ſee him: What ſay I bu 


you, Madam, have you Curioſity enough to take Coach J ha 
immediately and carry me to him? 

Sl. You'll excuſe me if 1 don't deſire to bring you to- bu 
gether; eſpecially while the Smart of the Wound you tre- ſm 
ceiv d upon his Account is ſo freſn upon you, I wou'dnot FF $56 
hazard you in a new Quarrel. 


Clar. Lard! how happy the Creature is. (Aſide.) IE 
| At. O fy! Madam, upon my Faith I have not the leaſt | eh. 
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Clay. Nor the Gentleman to you ] dare ſwear, Sir, ha! 
ha! ha! For Aſſurance and Credulity..—l thank my Stars, 
I never ſaw a Couple better match't in my Life before! 
ha! ha! why won't you go to the Meſlenger's, Couſin, 
and prove me in the wrong, you'll ſee no danger of a new 
Quarrel take my word tor't; for I'm ſtrangely afraid, that 
the only way in Nature to bring this Gentleman and the 
Colonel Face to Face, is to hold him a Looking-Glaſs! 
ha! ha! ha! 

At. 1 hope, Madam, you won't take it ill, if the Fu- 
ry, of this Accuſation ſhou'd not raiſe me to a deſire of 
convincing you of my Innocence, while this Lady's ſa- 
tisfy'd of it, you'll pardon me, it Lam not under the leaſt 
degree of Concern about it. 

Syl. And for me, Couſin, I ſhall make but few words 
with you, you may endeayour as much as you pleaſe, to 
amuſe and confound me with Fears, Doubts, and Jealouſies 
ot Perſons, but neither all the Truth or Artifice under Hea- 
ven, will be able to convince me, that this Gentleman, is 
not this Gentleman—and therefore unleſs you can prove 
him to be no body at all, I'd adviſe you to ſet your Heart 
at reſt; for what I deſign, you'll find I ſhall come to a 
ſpeedy Reſolution in. 

At. O generous Reſolution ! 

Clay, Well, Madam, ſince you are fo tenacious of your 
Conqueſt, I hope you'll give me the ſame Liberty; and 
not expect the next time you fall a crying at the Colo- 
nel's Gallantry to me, that my good Nature ſhou'd give 
you up my Pretenſions to him. And for you, Sir, 
1 ſhall only tell you, this laſt Plot was not fo cloſely laid, 
but that a Woman of a very ſlender Capacity, you'll find 
has Wit enough to diſcover it. [ Exit Clar, 

At. So! ſhe's gone to the Meſſenger's I ſuppoſe —-—_— 
but, poor Soul, her Intelligence there will be extremely 
{mall. (A4/fide.) Well, Madam, I hope atleaſt your 


Scruples are over. 


Syl. You can't blame me, Sir, if now we are alone, I 
own myſelt a little more ſurpriz'd at her Politiveneſs, 
than my Woman's Pride wou'd let me confeſs before her 
Face; and yet methinks there is a native Honeſty in your 
| Look, 
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Look, that tells me 1 am not miſtaken, and may truſt 
you with my Heart. 

At. O! tor Pity (till preſerve that tender Thought, and 
ſaye me from Delpair. 

Enter Clerimont. 

Cler. Ha! Freeman again! is it poſſible? 

At. How now, Clerimont, what are you ſurpriz'd at? 

Cler. Why to ſee thee almoſt i in two Places at one time, 
tis but this Minute I met the very Image of thee with the 
Mob about a Coach, in the Hands of a Meſſenger, whom 
I had the Curioſity to ſtop, and callto; and had no other 
Proof of his not being thee, bur that the Spark wou'd not 
know me! 

9. Strange! J almoſt think I'm really not deceiy'd, 

Cler, Twas certainly Clarinaa 1 ſaw go out in a Chair 
juſt now it muſt be ſhe the Circumſtances are too 
trong for a Miſtake, [ A/ede. 

9 Well, Sir, to eaſe you of your Fears, now I dare 
own to you, that mine are over, { To Atall. 

Cler. What a Coxcomb have 1 made myſelf: to ſerve 
my Rival e'en with my own V.iftreſs, but'tis at lealt ſome 
eaſe to know him: All I have to hope is, that he does nut 
know the Aſs he has made of me det might indeed 
ve fatal to him, [ Jia. 

Enter Syivia's Aunt, 

Aunt. O my dear Niece, I'm glad I have found you: 
Your Father and 1 have been hunting you all the Towen 
over. 

Sy. My Father in Town? 

Aunt, He waits below in the Coach for you: He mul 
needs have you come away this Minute; and talks of | 
ving you married this very Night to the fine racemes b We 
ſpoke to you of. 

Sy!, What do I hear ? 

Alt, If ever ſoft Compaſſion touch'd your Soul, give me 
a word of Comfort in this laſt Diitrefs, to ſave me from 
the Horrors that ſurronnd me? 

Syl. You ſee we are obſerv'Jd_vut yet depend upon 
my Faith, as on my Life —in the mean time II ute my 


utmoit Power to avoid my Father's hafty Will : in two 
Hours 


uit 


nd 


at? 
me, 
the 
Om 
ther 
not 


d. 
hair 
00 
Ae. 
dare 
all. 
ſerve 
ſome 
s not 
deed 


ſrac. 


vou: 
Towen 


ve me 
from 


upon 
le my 
n two 


ours 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 67 


Hours you ſhall know my Fortune and my Family. 
Now don't follow me, as you'd preſerve my Friendſhip, 
Come— Madam, Exit with Aunt, 

At. Death! How this News alarms me? I neyer felt 
he Pains of Love before. 

Cler. Now then to eaſe, or to revenge my Fears. This 
ſudden Change of your Countenance, Mr. Atall, looks as 
t you had a mind to banter your Friend into a Belief of 
vour being really in Love with the Lady that juſt now 
left you. 

At. Faith, Clerimont, J have too much Concern upon 
me at this time, to be capable of a Banter; or if I were, 
don't ſee any uſe it wou'd be of in this Affair: : But to 
deal at once ſincerely with you: There's ſomething in 
this Creature's Beauty, and ſoft Temper, that ſtirs my ve- 
ry Reaſon into a Tenderneſs, that all her glittering Sex 
before cou'd neyer raiſe me to, 

Cler. Ha! he ſeems really touch'd, and I begin now 
only to fear Clarinda's Conduct Well, Sir, if it be 
ſo, I'm glad to ſee a Convert ot you; and now in re- 
turn to the little Services I have done you, in helping 
you to carry on your Affair with both theſe Ladies at 
one time, give me leave to ask a Fayour of you. be 
till ſincere, and we may ſtill be Friends. 

At. You ſurprize me but uſe me, as-you find me. 

Cler, Have you no Acquaintance with a certain Lady, 
whom you have lately heard me own I was unfortunately 
in Love with. 

At. Not that I know of, I'm ſure not as the Lady you 
are in Love with: But pray why do you ask ? | 

Cler. Come, I'll be ſincere with you too: becauſe I 
have ſtrong Circumſtances that convince me, tis one of 
toſe two you have been ſo buſie about. 

At. Not ſhe you ſaw with nie I hope! 


Cler, No, I mean the other —zBut to dear the Doubt 
at once, is her Name Clarinda? 


A. Il own it is: But had I in the leaſt beea warn'd of 
Your Pretences-- — 


Cler, Sir, I dare believe you, and tho' you may have 
prevail'd even againſt her Honour, your Ignorance of my 
kaſlion for her, makes you ſtand at leaſt excus'd to me. 
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At. No, by all the ſolemn Proteſtations Tongue can 
utter, her Honour is untainted yet for me; nay, even un- 
attempted: Nor had I eyer an Opportunity that cou'd 
encourage the moſt diſtant Thought againſt it. 

Cler. You own ſhe has receiv'd your Gallantries at leaſt! 

At. Faith, not to be vain, ſhe has indeed taken ſome 
pains to K her Couſin about me: and it her beautitul 
Couſin, had not fallen in my way at the ſame time, 1 
mult own, tis very poſſible I might have endeavour'd to 
puſh my Fortune with her: But fince I now know your 
Heart, put my Friendſhip to a trial. 

Cler. Only this.—if I ſhou'd be reduc'd to ask it of you, 
apron to confeſs your Impoſture, and your Paſlion to 

er Coulin before her Face. 

At. There's my Hand. I'll do't to right my Friend 
and Miſtreſs, But, dear Clerimont, you'll pardon me, it 
I leave you here: For my poor Inceguita's Affairs at this 
time, are in a very critical Condition, 

Cler, No Ceremony II reieaſe you. — 

At. Adieu. [Exit Ata!“ 

Cler. Women! what crazy Veſſels do we truſt our Fo- 

tunes in? 
Now will I reproach her, humble her into Shame; 
Deſpiſe, and leave her to her Yanities for eyer, 
Ha! ſhe's here, 


Enter Clarinda, 

Clay, I am more confounded now than ever 
ſcarce know what to think—the Meſlenger conteſies the 
Colonel is ſtill his Prifoner, but that his Orders are 0 
give no Soul admittance to him Ha! Clerimont ! pray 
Heav'n he has not diſcoyer'd me! 

Cler, You ſeem diſorder'd, Madam, —ſome cruel Di 
appointment has 1 fear befallen you ? 

Clar. Tis ſo ! I ſee by his Aſſurance 0 Guilt! what 
Cowards doſt thou make of us —But let him not inſul 
too far. { Aſide. 

Cler. What, not a Word? are you conſcious ot a! 
wrong you have done me, Madam, that you ftand thus 
confounded at the Sight of me? 

Clay. You have a very familiar way of expreſſing vou 
ſelt, Sir. Cier, 
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Cler, Twas my Opinion of your Virtue, Madam, that 
kept me humble: But now that's loſt, methinks you 
ſhow'd expect to be treated as you are. 

Clar. What do you mean? 

Cler. That two Lovers, and Reputation, are inconſiſtent. 

Clar. What! has your Vanity then flatter'd you to ſup- 
poſe 1 have receiv'd you for one? 

Cler. Oh! why truly, Madam, conſidering the Conver- 
ſation that has paſs'd between us, I do {till infift, that L 
might pretend to the Poſt: But in Love as in War, a Man 
of Honour can't ſee another put over his Head, without 
laying down his Commiſſion at leaſt : For twere as infa- 
mous to ſerye you now, as twou'd have cace been glo- 
4048, 

Car, Tis faile! vou never thought fo The Mate 
at really loves, wou'd not dare to ſee the Faults vou 
ox me with; much leſs, with ſuch malicious Inſolence to 
tell me of em. 

Cler. Come! come! you know I loy d you to a Fol 
or you had never dar'd to uſe me tus. 

Gar, The Man that ſcorns to ſtand a Woman's idle 
Trial oft his Temper, gives better Proofs ot diſcerniag 
Malice than his Paſſion. 

C{cr, He that fears to upbraid a Woman for abandon'd 
Liberties, like your's, may, vy nis Silence, (whatever ner 
Fetence is) encourage her to make a real uſe of ein. 

Ciar. A good Nature wou'd at leaſt impure tne Fault ra- 
er to want of Judgment, than of Virtue: But1lamylad 
am fo early warn'd againſt your Temper; had J ne'er 
iry'd it, my truſting it too far, as once my Folly thought 
% do, might have made me miſerable for ever. 

Cler, Ha! how ſubtilly chat ſoft Thought melts down 
ny Anger: I dare not look on her. [ Aſide. 
Enter Wiſhwell. 

h. Madam, Sir Solomon deſires to ſpeak with you, lie 
as juſt receiv'd a Letter out of Trkjpie, irom tne Gentle- 
man's Father he ſays, that is propos'd to warry you. 

Clar. Coming. Exit Wiſhwell. 

Cler. You mult not, ſhall not cannot ſtir on this 
vccaſton. 
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Clar. I'll go by all the Injuries J have born from vou 
5 I do at leaſt a Juſtice to my Fame, and wed the 
groſleſt Fool alive, rather than not reyenge me on the 
ſaucy Jealouſy that durſt attaint it. 

Cler, Hear me but one Word. 

Clar, Never, but for your greater agree know 
you've loft a Heart that wounds itſelf for yo it. 

Cler. O cruel Kindneſs! why ſo late en d ? What 
would not this Secret told in gentler Terms have wrought 
me to! But tis the Sex's Nature to be vainly cruel, 


Theſe kind Thoughts own'd in Spite, too plainly prove, 
Revenge with them has ſweeter Charms than Love, 
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A 
The SCENE continues. 


Enter Clerimont a4 Careleſs, 


Cler. ND fo you took the Opportunity of her faint. 
ing to carry her off: Pray how long did her 
F. aſt: 


Car. Why fiuth J fo humonrd ber Aﬀetation. that tie 


1 4 48 - - Cy „ 1 * * * * << * = 
rale over Vet: for 1 we her her Life was in Da niger, 


and {yore it ſhe wou'd not let me ſend tor a Parton 40 
marry her beſore ſh» cy'd, I'd that Minute ſend tor a 
Shroud, and be buried alive with her in the ſame Collin: 

Buc at the avprehention of fo terrible a Th Quant, ſhe pre- 
rended to be f: ight ten'd iuto het right Senſes again; auc 
forbid me her Sicht forever Þ{o that in ſhort, my 11 
vudence is alot exhauſted, her Adectation is as unur 
mo duntable as another's real Virtue, and I muſt ev'n catc 

* that way, or dic without her at laſt. 

2 Bow do you mean ? 

Car, Why, it I findT can't impoſe upon her by Hum 
ty, which I'll try; 11 ey'n turn Rivai to mie in a ve- 
ry fantaſtical Figure, that I'm ſure ſhe won't be able to 
reſiſt, e. You muſt know ſhe has of late been flitte 
that the M»ſcovite Prince Alexand:7 is dying for her tie 
te Never ſpoke to her in bis Life. 

Cler, I underſtand vou: So you'll hilt venture to pigu- 
her againſt you, and then let her marry vou in ano! er 
Perſon to be reveng 'd of you, 

Car. One of the two ways, I belicye, I'm pretty ſire 
to ſucceed. 

Cler, Extravagant enough! Prithee, is Sir $9/07072 ir 
the next Room? 


7 


Car. What, you want his Aſſiſtance, Ci:rnda's ith wor 
Airs again! 
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Cler. Faith, Careleſs, I am almoſt aſnam'd to tell you, 


but I muſt needs ſpeak with him. 
Car, Come along then, Exeunt. 
Enter Supple, and Capt. Strut. 

Sup. If you pleaſe to walk in, Sir, my Maſter will wai: 

upon you preſently Here he i. 
Euter Sir Solomon. 

Capt. Your Servant, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Oh! yours, Sir. Have you any Commands 
for me ? 

Capt, Sir, I hear you are a Man of Honour, and un. 
derſtand a Sword. 

Sir Scl. Sir, I know a little of the Law, and I believe 
that's as well. 

Capt. But Men of Honour are above Law, Sir; and 
have been once with you before, Sir, and 1 come now to 
tell you once for all, That I don't marry your Niece, 
you mult meet me behind Moumntague- Hoilſe. 

Sir Sol. Meet you! For what, Sir? 

Capt. With your Sword in Hand, Sir. 

Sir Sol. By Gingo, Captain, but I won't. I don 
like your Company ſo well. 

Capc. Then, Sir, I'll poſt you for a Coward, 

Sir Sol. Then, Sir, you'll poſt yourſelt for a Madman 
For I'm a Citizen of London, have fin'd for Al. 
derman, and will fight with ne'er a beggarly Rake of you 
all. 

Capt. Then I muſt tell you, Sir, you are a pitiful Putt, 
and have neither Honour nor Courage. | 

Sir Sol. And I muſt tell you, Sir, I have both; for! 
pay my Debts, and fear no Pailiff alive, Sir — 
which, believe, is more than you can ſay, Moſt terrible 
Captain. | 

Capt. Look you, Sir, I'll ſpoil her Fortune, I'll folio 
her to the Church, and the Play-Houſe; I'll knock every 
Man down that looks at her, and cut every Coxcom®'s 
Throat that pretends to her. 

Sir Sel, Siu, hu talk at this rate to me, I' ſwear the 
Pence 255 u, and bind yon to a ſtrange Compamon, 
Y9..r L0UU weiiuliour, 
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you, Enter Clerimont. 
Cler, What's the matter, Sir Solomon? 
17. Sir Sol. Why here's an impertinent beggarly Fellow, 
{wears he'll have my Niece, or cut my Throat. 
Wait Cler. How! Sir. 


Capt. Sir, 1 am in Love with his Niece among the reſt: 
of the great Fortunes of the Town : Sir, I have follow'd 
her at a Diſtance this twelve Months, and have ſpent an 
lands Hundred Pound after her in fair Perriwigs, red Stockings, 


and Swor:i-Knots, 

4 an; Cler. Did you ever ſpeak to her, Sir ? 

Cpt, No, Sir, but 1 have done all that's neceſlary or 
elieve | util with Soldiers. 1 have toaſted her, bow'd to her, 


! 


5 1 1 * * * ** * TT % | — . 
Nad with my Arms croſs, and ogled her. 


and | Cir, (Looting nearly ex him.) Hum! Is not your Name 
ow ton | 
Niece, C27, Ay, Sir, Capt. Strut, and as good a Family. 


Cler. As ever was kick'd, Sirrah! was not you my Fa. 
ther's Footman at the Revolution? I'll cool your Love, 
Mr. Dog! | Kicks hin 
don Sir Sol. By Gingo, Captain, I did not know you wou'd 
takg a beatin, There. now han't 1 Courage, 
Captain? 


adman Cape. Sir, as I was your Father's Footman, I take theſe 
for A Blows; but as 1 am a Captain of the Militia 
of you Cer, You'll take em better J know [ Kicks 
113 Agan, 
il Putt Capt. Blood! Sir don't think, Sir Dammy, Sir, 
ſhall expect Satisfaction, Exit, 


for Sir Sol. O Dear, Mr, Clerimont, I'm perſuaded he'll 

eit pet. 

ecribleſl Cler. Never apprehend it, Sir: 1 vow 1 did not know 

the Rogue, he was ſo a'ter'd, 

folio Sir Sol. Really, Sir, my Niece and I are extremely O- 

ever blig'd to you tor this: And + how von l'm in earneſt, 

comb'} * you like the Conditions I you vt, ſhe's your's, 
Cler. That indeed was my Buſineſs to you now, Sir, 

car the and if you pleaſe 

pamon, 
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Sir Sol. Here's Company, come into the next Room. 
Exceinn? 
Enter Lad) Dainty, Lady Sadlife, and Careleſs. 

L. D. This rude boiſterous 8 has given me a thon- 
ſand Diſorders; the Cholick, the Spleen, the Palpita tion 
of the Heart, and Ga all over —huh! huh!— 
muſt fend for the Doctor. 

L. Sad. Come, come, Madam, ev'n pardon him, anc 
ict him be your Pliyſician.——do but obferye his Pen'- 
tence fo humble, he dares not peak to you, 

Car, (Folas his Arms, aud {ighs,) Oh! | 

L. Sad. How can you hear him f1gh fo? 

L. D. Nay, let him groan—-for nothi ning but his Pangs 
can eaſe me. 

Car, ¶ Kucels ani pr efents her his drawn Sword; oper 
ing His Breaſi,| Be then at once moſt barbarouſiy juſt, 
hd take your P engcance here. 

L. DB. No, 1 give thee Lite to make thee miſerable, 
live, that my reſenting Eyes may kill thee every Hour. 

Car, Nay then, there's no Re lief but this. 

Offering at his Sword, Lad) Sadlite holds him, 

L. Sad. Ah! for Mercics ſake /barbarous Creature, 
kow can you ſee him thus? 

L. D. Why, I did not bid him kill himſelf :- But do you 
"oy unk he wou'd ha' don't. | 

L. Sad. Certainly, it 1 had not prevented it. 

L. D. Strange Paſſion! But 'tis its Nature to be violent, 
when one makes it deſpair. 

L. Sad. Won't you ipeak to him? 

L. D. No, but if your—!s enough concern'd to be [is 
Friend, you may tell him not that it really is ſo.—but 
you may {ay—you belieye 1 pity him. 

L. Sad. Sure Love was never more e ridiculous on both 
ſides! 


Enter Wiſhwell. 
IViſh, Madam, here's a Page from Prince 4/2*470% 
deſires to give a Letter into your La dyſhip's own Hands. 
*;5 Bae BY. Prince Alezaudr! what means my Hear:, 
come to hin, 


cht 
an 


1 


The Sick Lady's Cure. 77 


L. Sad. By no nieans, Madam, pray let him come in. 

Car. Ha! Prince Alexander! nay then I've found out 
the ſecret of this Coldneſs, Madam. 

Eiter Page. 

Page. Madam, His Royal Highneſs Prince Alexandey, 
my Maſter, has commanded me, on pain of Death, thus 
| Kneeling] to deliver this, The burning Secret of his 
Heart. 

L. D. O Grace of Grandeur! Happy! Happy Climate! 
where ſuch Reſpect, and high Diſtinctions are familiar. 

[Reads 
Moſt Divine Lady, 

The fiery Fate that's darted 45 the Cannen's Mouth, 
's not ſo ſure, or ſudden, as the ſibtle Ligh:'ning of your 
rerulgent Eyes; lenchantin 1 ike Death, you level Prin- 
ces with the Pea ſont : (irreſiftivi e) I beg the immediate 
Eaſe, aud Honour of kiſſing your fair Hands in Perſon, that 
I may filence at once all ſaucy Rivals Hopes, and own the 
. of a Prince, whoſe IWounds are only worthy the Re- 

lief of ſuch immor tal Beauty. 

Tranſcendent Glory! this is indeed a Conqueſt, worthy 
my Sex) N eit Pride! 

Car. So! ſhe bites rarely, 

L. A* She'll ſwallow all ne'er doubt it. Aſide. 

L. D. Where is the Prince? 

Page, Repos'd in private, on a mourning Pallar, *wull 
vour Commands vouchiſafe to raiſe him. 

L. Sud. By all means receive him here RCTs 
have the Honcur to be a little known to His High- 
neſs ? 

L. D The Favour, Madam, is too great to be reſiſted 2 
Pray tell His Highneſs then, the Honour of the Viſit he 
defigns me, makes me thankful, and impatient! huh! 
huh? | Exit Page. 

Car. Are my Sufferings, Madam, ſo ſoon forgot then! 
was I but flatter'd with the Hope of Pity ? 

L. D. The Happy have whole Days, and thoſe they 
chuſe. | Ex, reſenting.] The U Inhappy have but Hours, 
and thoſe they loſe, [Ex. repeating, | 


D — L. Sad. 
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L. Sad. Don't you loſe a Minute then. 


Car, Pl. warrant you ten thouſand Thanks, 

dear Madam, I'll be transform'd in a ſecond 
[ Exewnt ſeverally 
Enter Clarinda in Man's Habit. 

Clay, Soh! I'm in for't now! how I ſhall come off, 
] can't tell, 'twas but a bare ſaving Game I made with 
Clerimont; his Reſentment had brought my Pride to it's 
Jaſt Legs, diſſembling: And if the poor Man had not lov'd 
me too well, 1 had made but a diſmal humble Figure... 
I have us'd him ill, that's certain, and he may e'en thank 
himſelf for't he wou'd be ſincere, and ſaw I was 
ſure of him which was more than I cou'd ſay by 
my double-fac'd Colonel, whom conſequently 1 was in 
fear of loſing: Beſide, I cou'd not bear to let another 
dreſs up her Vanity in any Lover of mine, tho'I did not 
deſign to wear him myſelt. Well, (begging my 
Sex's Pardon) we do make the ſillieſt Tyrants 
we had better be reaſonable; for (do 'em right) we don't 
run half the hazard in obeying the good Senſe of a Lover, 
at leaſt, I'm reduc'd now to make the Experiment. 
Here they come. | 

Enter Sir Solomon and Clerimont, 

Sir Sol. What have we here! another Captain? if I 
were ſure he were Coward now, I'd kick him before he 
ſpeaks is your Buſineſs with me, Sir? 

Clar. It your Name be Sir Solomon Sadlife. 

Sir Sol, Yes, Sir, it is, and I'll maintain it as antient as 
any, and related to moſt of the Families in England. 

Clar. My Buſineſs will convince you, Sir, that I think 
well of it. 

Sir Sol, And what is your Buſineſs, Sir ? 

Clar. Why, Sir—you have a pretty Kinſwoman, call'd 
Clarinda. 

Cler. Ha! 

Sir Sol. And what then, Sir —ſuch a Rogue as t'other. 

Clar, Now, Sir, I have ſeen her, and am in Love with 
her. 

Cler. Say you ſo, Sir. — I may chance to cure you 
of it. Lo 

ar, 
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Clay, And to back my Pretenſions Sir, I have good 
hfteen hundred Pound a Year Eſtate, and am, as you ſec 
pretty Fellow into the Bargain. 

Sir Sol, She that marries you, Sir, will haye a choice 
Bargain indeed, 

Clar, In ſhort, Sir, I' give you a thouſand Guineas to 
make up the Match, 

Sir Sol. Hum [Aſide.] But, Sir, my Niece is provi- 
ded for. 

Cler, That's well, | [ 4/de. 

Sir Sol. But if ſhe were not, Sir, I muſt tell you, ſhe 
is not to be caught with a Smock Face and a Feather, 
Sir and and let me ſee you an 
Hour hence. [Allde. 

Clar. Well ſaid Uncle. [Aſide. But, Sir, I'm 
in Love with her, and poſitively will have her. 

Sir Sol. Whether ſhe likes you or no, Sir? 

Clar, Like me! ha! ha! I'd fain ſee a Woman, that 
diſlikes a pretty Fellow with 15ce/. a Year,. a white 
Wiz, and black Eye-brows. 

Cler. Hark you, young Gentleman, there mult go 
more than all this, to the gaining of that Laday 

[Takes Clar. Aſide. 

Sir Sol. [Alide.] 1000 Guineas, that's 500 more than I 
propos'd to get of Mr. Clerimont but my Honour is 
engay'd—Ay, but then here's a thouſand Pound to re- 
Jeale it now ſhall 1 take the Money, it mutt. be ſo— 
Coin will carry it. 

Clar. Oh, Sir, if that be all, I'll ſoon remove your 
Doubts, and Pretenſions Come, Sir, I'll try your 
Courage, 

Cler, I am afraid you won't, young Gentleman, 

Clar, As young as 1 am, Sir, you ſhall find 1 ſcorn ta 
tuen my Back to any Man. Zxit Clar, and Cher. 

Sir Sol. Ha! they are gone to fight—with all my Heart 
—2 tair Chance at leaſt tor a better Bargain: For it te 
young Spark ſhou'd let the Air into my Friend Clerynont's 
Midrift, now it may. pollibly coco! tis Love too, and 
then there's my Honour fate, aud 1090 Guiueas 


[ Exeunt. 
Eiter 
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Enter Lady Dainty ana Lady Sadlife. 

L. D. Don't you think the Prince long? But great Per- 
ſons are diſtinguiſh'd by a peculiar ſlowneſs in their Mo- 
tion. 

L. Sad. Now am I ſurpriz'd at your curioſity; for I'm 
confident you won't like him when you ſee him. 

L. D. I have ſeen him en paſſant from my Window, 
and if the diſtance did not deceive me, I thought there 
was ſomething to agreeably Bizarre in his Appearance, 

L. Sad. Extreamly Bizarre indeed, for he has a fierce 
tawny Face, and odious Whiskers. 

L. D. Which in ſome Countries are allowed the moſt 
diſtinguiſhing Marks of Beauty. 

L. Sad. But your Lady ſnip, I know, allows no Beau- 
ty, without a certain delicacy and tenderneſs of Perſon. 

L. D. Um that's partly true; but the Idea ! 
have conceiv'd of the Prince's Figure, has in ſome mea- 
ſure remov'd that ſickly weakneſs of my Taſte, 

L. Sad. 1 am glad to find your Ladyſhip a little recon- 
cil'd to the uſeful Beauties of a Lover but here 
comes the Prince. 

Enter Carelefs as Prince Alexander, 

J. D. Your Higbneſs, Sir, has done me Honour in this 
Viſit. 

Car. Madam. 

J.. D. A captivaiing Pecſon ! 

Car. May the Days be taken from my Life, and ad- 
wed to yours! moſt Incomparable Beauty ! whiter 
thin the Snow, that lies the Year about unmelted on 
cur Ruſſian Mountains. 

L. D. How manly his Expreſſions are we are 
extreamly oblig'd to the Czar for not taking your High- 
neſs home with him. 

Car. He left me, Madam, to learn to be a Ship Car- 
Penker. 

L. Sad. A very Politick Accompliſhment ! 

L. D. And in a Prince, intirely new. 

Car. All his Nobles, Madam, are Maſters of ſome uſe- 
ful Science, and moſt of our Arms are quarter'd with Me- 
chanical Inſtruments, as Hatchets, Hammers, Pickaxes. 
JJ ch: 4 
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L. D. I admire the manly Manners of your Court. 

L. Sad. Oh! ſo infinitely beyond the ſoft Idleneſs of 
Ours, 

Car, 'Tis the Faſhion, Ladies, for Eaſtern Princes, to 
profeſs ſome Trade or other The laſt Grand Scig- 
nior was a Lock-Smith. 

4 D. How new his Converſation is? 

Car. Too rude, I fear, Madam, for ſo tender a Com- 
poſition, as your divine Lady ſhip's 8. 

L. D. Courtly, to a Sottneſs too. 

Car Were it poſſible, Madam, that ſo much delicacy 
cou'd endure the Martial Roughneſs of our Manners, and 
our Country, I cannot buaſt, but it a Province at your 
Feet, cou'd make you mine, that Province, and it's 
Maſter, ſhou'd be yours. 

L. D. Ay! here's Grandeur, with addreſs; an odious 
native Lover, now Wouu'd have complain'd of the Taxes 
perhaps, and have haggled with one tor a ſcanty Jointure 
out of his horrid Lead Mines, in ſome uninhabitable 
Mountains, about an hundred and fourſcore Miles, from 
unheard of London. 

Car. I am 1aform'd, Madam, there is a certain poo 
diſtracted Engliſh Fellow, that refus'd to quit his Auer cy 
pretenſions to your all-conquering Beautv, tho* he had 
heard | had meſelt, reſoh) d to adore you. Careleſs, | 
think, they call him. 

L. D. Your Highneſs wrongs your Merit, to give your 
ſelt the leaſt concern for one ſo much below Y Var 
Fear, 

Car. When 1 fi: heard of him, I on the Inſtant or- 
der'd one of my Retinue to ſtrike off lis Head with a 
Scimitar; but they told me the tree Laws of England al. 
low'd of no (uch Power: Sa that tho' I'm a Prince vi 
the Dlood, Madam, I am oblig'd only to murther un 
privateh 

L. D. Tis indeed a eproach to the il] Breeding of ou. 
xg pros not to admit your Power with your Pe: ſon. 

But it the pain of my intire neglect can end him, pray be 


eaſie. 
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Car. Madam, I am not revengeful, make him but mi- 
ſerable—. I'm ſatisfied. 

L. L. \ou may depend upon't. 

Car, I'm in ſtrange Favour with her. —[Aſde.] Pleaſe 
vou, Ladies, to make your fragrant Fingers familiar wi! 
this Box. 

L. D. Sweet, or plain, Sir? 

Car. Night Moſco, Madam, made of the Sculls of con- 
quer'd En. nies, 

L. Sad, Gun-Powder, as 1 live: 

L. D. Every thing manly. 

L. Saa. Will your Highneſs pleaſe to amuſe yourſelf 
with a Diſh of Tea? 

Car, Excuſe me, Madam, tis a Liquor I never heard 
of, and in my own Country I am fam'd for regularity 
in my Diet; even after a Meal, I never exceed a gentle 
dint Glaſs of burnt Brandy or Geneva. 

[A noiſe of Dogs barking without, 

L. D. Ah! What noiſe is that? 

Car. Your Pardon, Madam, only a harmleſs Entertain- 
ment, after my own Country faſhion, that I deſign'd 
* the Honour of prefenting your incomparable La- 

ip. 
1 I hope he'll bring in the Bears upon her. 


[ Aſide, 

L. D. Pray, Sir, what is it ? 

Car. Madam, a ſet of Ruſian Ladies Lap- Dogs, that 
dance to admiration. 

L. D By all means admit 'em I'm taken with 
the Humour, We have had ſomething like *em here in 
Englund, Sir: And all People of faſhion grew ſtrangely 
tond of em. 

Car. They . cou'd not be Engliſh thin] have 
ſeen all your Euglin dancing Madam, but I ob- 
ſerv'd that's generally perform'd fad Dog? 
pleaſe yuu fir, La4ies, 

A Dance to an odd Tune, imitating Mr, Pinkethman's 

famous dancing Dogs, 

L. D. Infinitely new, and « nnorouse —but this 
Noom's 2xcceving wilt ol fainting, 


Car, Les 
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Car. Let this Arm ſupport you, Madam. 

L. Sd. The next is cooler; it your Highneſs pleaſes 
we'll withdraw! 

Cr. Madam, I am but the Needle to this Northern 
Star: J wait on you. 


Exeunt. 


The S CE N E, changes to the Field. 


Enter Clarinda and Cleri mont 

Cler, Come, Sir, we are far enough. 

Clar. I only wiſh the Lady were by, Sir, that the Con- 
queror might carry ner off the Spot: 1 warrant ſhe'd be 
Inine. 

Cler. That, my talking Hero, we ſhall ſoon deter- 
mine. 

Clar, Not that I think her nandſome, or care a Ruſh for 
her. 

Cler, You are very mettled, Sir, ro fight for a Wo- 
man you don't value! 

Clar, Sir, I yalue the Reputation of a Gentleman, and 
J don't think any young Fellow ought to pretend to it, 
ill he has talk'd himſelf into a Lampoon, loſt his two 
or three thouland Pound at Flay, kept his Miſs, and kili'd 
Lis Man, 

Cler. Very gallant indeed, Sir, but if you pleafe to 
handle your Sword, you'll the ſooner go through your 
Courl., 

Clar, Come on, Sir. believe I ſhall give your 
Miltreſs a truer account of your Heart, than you have 
done, I have had her Heart long enough, and now will 
have yours, 

[ Endeavouring to draw, 

Clear. Ha! does ſne love you then? 

Clar. | leave yuu to judge that, tir; But I have Jain 
wit! her a tivuland tines; in ſhure, fo long "till Lm 
tir'd © it, 

Cler. Villa, thou leſt! Draw, or I'll ufe you as you 
deſerye, and tap yuu. 


Clar, Take 
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Clay, Take this with you firſt, eClarinda Will 


never marry him that murthers me. 

Gler, She may the Man that vindicates her Honour. 
therefore be quick, or Ii] keep my Word I find 
your Sword is not for doing things in haſte, 

Clay. It ſticks to tlie Scabbard; ſo: 1 believe I did not 
wipe off the Blood of the lait Man! fought with, 

Cler, Come, Sir! this tritfling ſna'n't ſerve your turn ; 
here, give me yours, and take mine: 

Clar, With all my Heart, Sir, Now have at you, 

Cler. Death! you Villain, do you ferve me fo ? 

| Cler. draws, and fas uly Hit in his Hand. 

Clar, In Love, and War, Sir, all advantages are fair, 
ſo we conquer, no matter whether by Force or Strata- 
gem: Come quick, Sir? Your Lite or Miſtreſs, 

Cle. Neith er Death ! You {hail have both or none: 
Here drive your Sword; for only through ti:ts Heat you 
reach Clarinda. 

Clar, Death! Sir, can you be mad enough to die for 
a Woman that hates you ? 

Cler. If that were true, were greater Magneis then to 
live. 

Cl:r, Why, to my knowledge, Sir, ſhe has us'd you 
baſely, fa! ſely, ill, and for no "Teaſon: 

Cler. No matt: v5 no Uſage can be worſe than the 
Contempt of poorly, tamely, parting With ner. She 
may abuſe her Heart by 2appy Infidelitics, but "tis the 
Pride of mine to be ev'n miterably conſtant. 

Clar. Generous Paſſion, you almoſt tempt me to re- 
ſign her to you. 

Cler. You cannot if vou wou'd I wou'd in- 
deed have won her fairly from you with my Sword, bur 
ſcorn to take her as your Gift, Be quick, and end vou 
Inſolence. 

Clar, Yes, thus moſt generous Clerimont 
you now indeed have fairly vanquiſh' d me. [uus 10 
him.) My Woman's Follies, and my Shame be buried 
ever here, 

Cler, Ha! Clarinda! is't poſſible! My Wonder riſes 
with my Joy Hoy came you in this Habit 

Clar. * 
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Clur. Now you indeed recall my Bluſhes, but J had no 
other Veil to hide 'em while I confeis'd the Injuries 1 
had done your Heart, in tooling with a Man I never 
meant, on any Terms, to engage with. Beſide, I know 
from our late parting, your fear of loſing me wou'd re- 
duce you to comply with Sir Sclomon's demands for his 
Intereſt in your favour : Therefore, as you ſaw, I was re- 
ſolv'd to ruin his Market by ſeeming to raiſe it; for he 
ſecretly took the Offer I made him. 

Cler, Twas generouſly, and timely offer'd; for it re- 
ally prevented my ſigning Articles to him: But if you 
wou'd heartily convince me that I ſhall never more haye 
need of his Intereſt, ev'n let us ſteal to the next Prieſt, 
and honeſty put it out of his power ever to part us. 

Clar. Why, truly couſidering the Truſts I have made 
vou, 'twou'd be ridiculous now (I think) to deny yOu 
any ching and it you ſhou'd grow weary of me at- 
ter ſuch Uſage, 1 can't blame ou 


9 


Cler, Baniſh that Fear; my Flame can never waſte, 
For Love fincere refines upon the Taſte. 
| Exxettnt, 
; | 
Enter Sin Solomon, with old Mr, Willful; L. Sadliſe, aud 
Sylvia Wee ing. 

Sir Sol. Troth, my old Friend, this is a bad Buſineſs in- 
deed; you have bound yourſelf in a thouſand Pound 
Bond, you fay, to marry your Daughter to a fine Gentle. 
man, and ſhe in the mean time it ſeems, is fall'n in Love 
with a Stranger. 

Will. Look you, Sir Solomon, it does not trouble me 
o'this: For I'll make her do as J pleaſe, or I'll ſtarve her. 

L. Sad. But, Sir, your Daughter tells me, that rhe 
Gentleman ſhe loves is in every degree 1a as good C:r- 
cumſtances as the Perſon you defign her for: And it he 
does not prove himſelf ſo before ro morrow Morning, ſhe 
will chearfully ſubmit to whatever you'll impoſe on her, 

Will. All Sham! all Sham! only to gain Time 
expect my Friend and his Son here immediately, to 
demand performance of Articles; and if her Ladyſhip's 

R | ER | nice 
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nice Stomach does not immediately comply with 'em, -as 
I told you before, I'll ſtarve her. 

L. Sad, But conſider, Sir, what a perpetual. Diſcord 
mult a forc'd Marriage probably produce? 

Will. Diſcord! Pfhaw! waw! one Man makes as good 
a Husband as another. A Month's Marriage will 
ſet all to rights, 1 warrant you. lou know the old 


ſaying, Sir Solomon, Lying. together makes Pigs love, 


Diſcord, quotha! no, no! young Women are like Fid- 
dles, it they are play'd upon they mult .make good Mu- 
ſick whether they will or no. 

L. Sad. (To Sylvia) what ſhall we do for you, there's 
no altering him. Did not your Lover promiſe to 
come to your Afhiſtance ? 

Sz], 1 expect lim every Minute but can't foreſee 
from hin the leaſt hope of my Redemption——This is 
he! 


Enter Atall undi/gniz'd, 

At. My $;Ivia ! dry thoſe tender Eyes, for while there's 
Lite, there's Hope. 

L. Sad. Ha! is't he? But 1 muſt ſmother my Confu— 
on! 

. How now, Sir! pray who gave you Commiſſion 
to be ſo familiar with my Daughter? 

At. Your pardon, Sir; but when yon know me right, 
ou'll neither think my Freedom or my Pretentions ta- 
miliar or diſnonourable, 

Mill. Why, Sir, what Pretenſions have you to her? 

At. Sir, 1 have ſav'd hier Lite at the hazard of my 
own: That gave me a Pretence ro know her, knowing 
her made me loye, and Gratitude made her receive it. 

Vill. Ay, Sir, and ſome very good Reaſons. belt 
known to my ſelt, make me retuſe it Now, what 
wul you do: 

At. 1 can't tell yet, Sir but if you'll do me the Fa- 
your to let me know thoſe Reafons. 

Will. Sir, 1 don't think my felt oblig'd to do either; 
but I'll tell you what 1i'!] do for you, ſince you ſay you 
love my Daughter, and ſhe. loves you, I'll put you in 
me neareſt way to get her. 
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. Don't flatter me! ] beg you, Sir, 

Mill. Not I, upon my Soul, Sir, for look you 
tis only this, get my Conſent, and you [hail have 
her, 

At, I beg your pardon, Sir, for endeavouring to tall 
Reaſon to you, But to return your Raillery, give me 
leave to tell you, when any Man marries her but mylelt, 
he muſt extreatuly ask iny Conſent, 

Fill. Before George, thou art a very pretty iImpugent 
Fellow, and I am ſorry J can't puniſh her Diſobevienc:, 
by throwing her away upon thee. 

At, You'll have a great deal of piagne about this Euſt 
neſs, Sir, for 1 hal be mighty difficult to vive up my 
Pretenſions to her. 

Mill. Hah! 'tis a thouſand pities I can't comply with 
thee; Thou wilt certainly be a thriving Fellow; for thou 
doſt really ſet the beſt Face upon a bad Cauſe that ever 4 
ſaw ſince I was born. 

At. Come, Sir once more Railiery apart; ſup- 
poſe I prove my felt ot equal Birth and Fortune to de- 
ſerve her. 

70. Sir, it you were eldeſt Son to the Cham of Tur- 
tary, or had the Dominions of the Great Mogul entail'd 
upon vou and your Heirs for ever; it wou'd ſignify no 
more than the bite of my Thumb The Girl's diſ- 
pos'd of, 1 have match'd her already upon a Thouſand 
Pound Forteit, and faith ſhe {hall fairly run for'r, thy” 
he's yerk'd, and flea'd from the Creſt to the Crupper. 

At, Contuſion ! 

Sy. What will become of me? 

1. And if you don't think me in earneſt now, here 
comes one that will convince you of my Siucerity. 

Ar. My Father! Nay, then my Ruin is inevitable. 

Enter Sir Harry Atall. 

Sir Har, [To At.] O ſweet Sir, have 1 found you at 
laſt? Your very humble Servant: What's the reaſon 
pray, that you have had the Aſturance to be almoſt a 
Fortnight in Town, and never come near me; eſpecially 
when 1 ſen: you werd I had Buſineſs of ſuch Conſe- 
quence with you. 
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At. I underſtood your Buſineſs was to marry me, Sir, 
to a Woman I neyer ſaw; and to confeſs the Truth, 1 
durſt not come near you, becauſe I was at the ſame time 
in Love with one you neyer ſaw. 

Sir Har. Was you ſo, Sir why then, Sir, I'll 
find a ſpeedy Cure for your Paſſion brother Will- 
Full hey Fiddles there, 

At, You may treat me, Sir, with what Severity you 
pleaſe: But my Engagements to that Lady are too pow- 
ertul and fixt, to let the utmoſt Miſery diſſolve 'em. 

Sir Har. What does the Fool mean ? 

At. That i can ſooner die, than part with her. 

Will. Hey! why is this you#: Son. Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. Hey day! why did not you know that before? 

At. O Earth! and all you Stars! is this the Lady you 
deſian'd me, Sir? 

S5. O Fortune! is it poſſible? 

Sir Har. And is this the Lady, Sir, ycu have been 
making ſuch a Buſtle about? 

At. Not Life, Health or Happineſs, are half ſo dear 
to me, 

Sir Sol, f Jeyning At. and Sylvia's Hands] lol! loll, 
leroll! 

At. O tranſporting Joy! {Embracing Sylvia. 


Sir Har. . N | 
ae [ Joyning in the Tune, and dancing about em] 
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Sir Sol. Hey! within there! [calls the Fiddles] by Jin- 
go we'll make a Night on't. 

Eiter Clarinda and Clerimont, 

Clar. Save you! ſave you, good People! I am glad, 
Uncle, to hear you call fo cheertully for the Fiddles, it 
looks as if you had a Hasband ready for me, 

Sir Sel. Why, that I may have by to Morrow-Nizht, 
Madam; but in the mean time, if you pleaſe, you may 
wiſh your Friends Joy, 

Clar. Dear Sylwia ! 

Sy. Clarinds ! 

At. O Clerimont, ſuch a Deliyerance ! 

Cler. Giye you Joy, Joy, Sir, 
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Clar, I congratulate your Happineſs and am 
pleas'd our little Jealouſies are over: Mr. Clerimont has 
told me all, and cur'd me of Curioſity for ever. 

Sl. What, married? 

Clar. You'll ſee preſently! But, Sir Solomon, what do 
you mean by to Morrow! why do you fancy I haye 
any more Patience than the reſt of my Neighbours ? 

Sir Sol. Why truly, Madam, I don't ſuppoſe you have, 
but 1 believe to Morrow will be as ſoon as their Buſi- 
neſs can be done, by which time I exp<& a jolly Fox- 
hunter from Torre, and if you are refoly ed not to have 
Patience 'till next day, why the ſame Parion may Toſs 
you up all Four in a Diſh together. 

Clar. A filthy Fux-hunter ? h 

Sir Sol. Ods zooks! a mettled Fellow, that will Ride 
you from Pay- break to Sun-ſet! None of our flimſy 
London Raicals, that muſt have a Chair to carry 'em to 
their Coach, and a Coach to carry 'em to a Trapes, and 
a Conſtable to carry both to the Round-houſe, 

Clar, Ay, but this Fox-hunter, Sir Solomon, will come 
home dirty and tir'd as one of his Hounds, he'll be al- 
ways aſleep before he's a-Bed, and on Horſeback before 
he's awake; he mult viſe early to follow his Sport, and 
I fit up late at Cards, for want of better Diverſion 
Put this together, my wiſe Uncle, 

Sir Sol. Are you fo high fed, Madam, that a Country 
Gentleman of 15004. a Year won't go down with you, 

Clary, Not ſo, Sir, but you really kept me fo ſharp, 
that J was e'en forc't to provide for my ſelf, and here 
ſtands the Fox-hunter for my Money, [Claps Cler. oz the 

ſhoulzer, 


Sir Sol. How! 

Cler, E'va ſo, Sir Solomon hark in your Ear, 
Sir! you really held your Conſent at ſo high a Price, 
that to give you Proof of my good Husbandry, I was 
reſolved to {ave Charger, and e'en marry her without 
it. 

Sir Sol. Hell! and... 

Clar. And hark you in bother Ear, -Sir.——becauſe 1 
wou'd not haye you expoſe your reyerend Age by 1 12 
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ſtake know, Sir, I was the young Spark with the 
{mooth Face and a Feather, that offer'd you a thouſand 
Guincas for your Conſent, which you wou'd have been 
glad to have taken. 

Sir Sol. The Devil! if ever J traffick in Woman's 
Fleſh again, may all the Bank-Stocks fall when 1 have 
bought 'em, and rife when I have (old 'em-—— Hey day 
what lave we here, more Cheats! 

Cler. Not unlikely, Sit 
matried, 


for I fancy they are 


Enter Lady Dainty and Careleſs. 

L. Sad. That they are I can aſſure you giye 
vour Highneſs Joy, Madam. 

L. D. La:d! that People of any Rank ſhould uſe ſuch 
vulgar Salutations —Tno' methinks Higlineſs has 
ſomething of Grandeur in the ſound. 

Euter Servant. 

Ser. Sir, the Mulick's come. 

L. Sad. Let 'em play. 

L. D. Well! there's nothing ſnews ſo viſibly, the re- 
maining Footſteps of our Primitive Barbarity, as our odi- 
ous Noiſe at Weddings! huh! huh! 

Car, It ſerves, Madam, to reeommend the Pleaſures 
that ſucceed, and makes us taſte the Joys of Silence with 
a higher reliſh. 

L. D. But ſo much Dancing and Tumult, is ſo like 
the Mob Solemnities of a May-Dayom——huh! huh! and 
the poor Bride is us'd juſt like their Pole, for all the 
Town to dance round her. 

L. Sad. Ah! but there's yet a groſſer part of the Ce- 
remony to come, Madam, and that is Throwing the 
Stocking. 

L. D. That, indeed, is a thing that inſults us ſo near, 
that 1 wonder the Men have not thought it their Intereſt 
to lay it down. But I was in hopes, good Peo- 
ple, that confident Fellow, Careleſs, had been among 
you, 

Car. What ſay you, Madam, (to divert the good Com- 
pany) ſhall we ſend for him, by way of Mortification. 
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L. D. By all means; for your fake, methinks, I ought 
to vive him tull Deſpair. 

Car, Why then, to let you fee, that 'tis a much eaſter 
thing to cure a fine Lady of her ſickly Taſte, than a Lo- 
ver of his Impudence. There's Careleſs for you, wich- 
out the leaſt J incture of Deſpair about him. { Diſcovers 

himſelf. 

All. Ha! Careleſs , 

L. D. Abus'd! undone! 
All. Ha! ha! 


Cler. Nay, now, Madam, we wiſh you a ſuperior 
Joy; for you have marry'd a Man inſtead of a Monſter 

Car, Come! come, Madam, fince you find you were 
in the Power of ſuch a Cheat—you may be glad it was 
no greater, you might have fallen into a Raſcal's Hands : 
But you know lam a Gentleman, my Fortune no ſmall 
one, and if your Temper will give me leave, will de- 
ſerve you, 

L. Saad. Come! e'en make the beſt of your Fortune: 
For take my word, it the Cheat had not been a very 
agreeable one, I wou'd never had a hand in't. ou 
muſt Pardon me if I can't help laughing. 

L. D. Well! ſince it muſt be fo, I pardon all: Only 
one thing let me beg of you, Sir that is, your Pro- 
miſe to wear this Habit one Month for my Satisfaction. 

Car. O, Madam! that's a Trifle! I'll lie in the Sun a 
whole Summer for an Olive Complexion, to oblige you, 

Mill. Ods zooks here's a great deal of good Compa- 


ny, ho! and it's a ſhame the Fiddles ſhould be idle all 
this while. 


Car, Oh! by no means! come, ſtrike up, Gentlemen, 
They dance, 


L. D. Well, Mr. Carele/5, I begin now to think bet- 
ter of my Fortune, and look back with Apprehenſion of 
the Eſcape I have had: You have already cur'd my Fol- 
ly, and were my but Health recoverable, I ſhou'd think 
my ſelf compleatly happy, 


Car. 
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Car. For that, Madam, we'll venture to ſave your 
Doctor's Fees, 


And truſt to Nature: Time will ſoon diſcover, 
Your beſt Phyſician was a favour'd Lover. 


: 
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EVIL OGUE 


ELL, Sirs! I know not how the Play may paſs, 
But, in my humble Senſe, our Bard's an Aſs; 
For, had he ever known the leaſt of Nature, 

H' had found his Double Spark « difinal Creature: 

To pleaſe rwo Ladies, he two Forms puts on, 5 


As if the Thing in Shadows cou'd be done; 
The Women really Tao, and He (poor Soul !) but One, 
Had he revers'd the Hint, h'had done the Feat, 
Had made th'Impoſtire credibly complete; 5 
A ſingle Miiſtreſs. night have ſtoo the Cheat. 
She might to ſeveral Lovers have been kinda, 
Nor ſtrain'd your Faith, to think both pleas'd and blind: 
Plain Senſe had known, the Fair can Love yeccive, 
With half the Pains your warmeſt Vows can give. 

* 

But, Bold Im thinking I miftake the Matter, 
On ſecond Moughts. Ie Hint's bat honeſt Satire; 
And only meant t'expoſe their Modiſh Senſe, 

Who think the Fire of Loves. ut Impudence. 
Our Spark was really Modeſt hen he found 
Two Female Claims at once, he One diſown'd ; 
Wiſely preſuming, the in neer ſuch haſte, 

One wou'd be found enough for him, at leaſe. 

So that to ſum the Mhole,. T think the Play 
Deſerves the uſual Favours on his Day; 

If not, he ſwears, he'll write the next to Muſick, 
In Doggerel Rhimes wou'd make or Him, or You, {ich : 
His Groveling Senſe, Italian Air ſhall crown, 
And then, he's ſure, ev'n Nonſenſe will go down, 
But, if you'd have the World ſuppoſe the Stage 
Not quite forſaken in this Airy Age, 

Let your glad Votes our needleſs Fear confound, 
Ana ſpeak in Claps as loud for Senſe, as Sound, 
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Car. For that, Madam, we'll venture to ſaye your 
Doctor's Fees, 


And truſt to Nature: Time will ſoon diſcover, 
Your beſt Phyſician was a favour'd Lover. 
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ELL, Sirs! I know not how the Play may paſs, 


But, in my humble Senſe, ———our Bard's an Aſs ; 
For, had he ever known the leaſt of Nature, 


H'had found his Double Spark « diſmal Creature: 
To pleaſe rwo Ladies, he two Forms puts on, 5 


As if the Thing in Shadows cou'd be done; 

The Women really Tao, and He (poor Soul ! ) but One, 
Had he revers'd the Hint, h'had done the Feat, 

Had made th Impoſture credibly complete 5 
A ſingle Miſtreſs. might have ſtoo the Cheat. 

= might to ſeveral Lovers have been Rina, 

Nor ſtrain'd your Faith, to think both pleas'd and blind: 
Plain Senſe had known, the Fair can Love receive, 

With half the Pains your warmeſt Vows can give. 

* 

But, hold ! m thinking I miſtake the Matter, 
On ſecond Thoughts :;_—eThe Hint's bat honeſt Satire; 
And only meant texpoſe their Modiſh Senſe, 

Who think the Fire of Loves. Impudence. 

Our Spark was really Modeſt , hen he found 
| Two Female Claims at once, he One diſown'd ; 
Wiſely preſuming, the in neer ſuch haſte, 

One wou'd be found enough for him, at leaf, 

So that to ſum the Mole. think the Play 

De ſerves the uſual Favours on his Day; 

If not, he ſwears, he'll write the next to Muſick, 

E In Doggerel Rhimes wou d make or Him, or You, // 1 c: 
His Groveling Senſe, Italian Air ſhall crown, 

And then, he's ſure, ev'n Nonſenſe will go down. 

But, if you'd have the World ſuppoſe the Stage 

| Not quite forſaken in this Airy Age, 

Let your glad Votes our needleſs Fear confound, 
And ſpeak in Claps as loud for Senſe, as Sound. 
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